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Prologue


Twenty minutes.

Twenty minutes that Caitlin had been trying to read the introduction to the industry report that she needed to review for publication later that day, and she still hadn’t made it past the second paragraph.

Helena’s arm wrapped around my waist, possessively, pulling me close against her.

Stop, she thought. Focus. Work needs to get done.

“Morning, Caitlin.” Brian from the data analytics team stopped briefly as he headed past her desk. “How was your weekend?”

She looked up and smiled. “Good thanks. Fairly quiet. You?”

Brian started to talk about how he’d taken his kids to the zoo, his daughter’s new obsession with becoming a zookeeper when she grew up, but Caitlin found herself zoning out again…

Warm, cosy, safe in the pre-dawn light, Helena’s gentle lips on my neck, my back pressed into her chest, her legs and mine tangled together, her hand tentatively exploring.

She forced herself back to the present. “Has she got a favourite animal?” Caitlin asked. She was the senior consultant, she had to play the part no matter how distracted she was… always have a question to ask the people working for you, always. Let them know that you’re interested.

He laughed. “Capybaras.”

“Capybaras?”

“Kind of massive Brazilian guinea pigs.”

He headed off to his desk and Caitlin tried to refocus, making it to the fourth paragraph before her mind wandered again.

Rolling over to face Helena, seeing her sleepy smile, her beautiful face and messed up hair, and kissing her, really kissing her, bodies pushed up together, so soft in all the right places, feeling so natural, so right. So good.

“Morning Caitlin.” This time it was Sarah stopping by, bringing coffee and, as ever, fishing for gossip.

Caitlin smiled in gratitude, taking a sip as she took hers. “Morning, good weekend?”

“Mostly sleep after the last three weeks,” Sarah replied. “How about you, how was Kirby’s after I left on Friday? I hope you didn’t lead Helena too far astray,” she added with a grin.

How was Kirby’s? An interesting question. True answer: life changing, leading Caitlin to discover a side to herself that she’d never known existed… it wasn’t Caitlin that had led Helena astray, quite the opposite in fact.

“It was good. No gossip though.” A lie. “We had a few drinks.” True. “Turned into a late night.” True. “But really I was just happy to get home at the end of the night.” A complex truth that hid the fact that Helena had come home with her… the start of an insane night, an insane weekend.

“Ah well,” Sarah replied with a mischievous grin, “gossip another time then. See you at the 9am.”

Their hands exploring each other, touching, stroking, then more… fingers on each other and inside each other. A shuddering climax, lips locked together, tongues playing against each other, both at the same time. And smiling after, their little secret.

The office filled up gradually, Monday morning energy, Caitlin’s team from the recent engagement settling down at their desks around her, conversations and coffee flowing. Caitlin managed to make headway on the report, really starting to push through it and think about some minor amendments needed.

And then Helena walked in.

Immaculate in a navy pencil skirt and white blouse, her hair pulled back, she looked stunning but also every inch the professional, competent consultant.

Nothing in her appearance remotely suggested that just a few hours before she’d been in bed, writhing in pleasure alongside Caitlin. And certainly nothing suggested that she’d spent the weekend dominating her senior colleague, tying her up and making her beg and crawl and giving her pleasure that she’d never imagined could be possible.

Their eyes met across the room. Just for a second. A slight smile, a look shared, just for Caitlin.

“Morning Helena,” Caitlin called out, forcing her tone to match the tone she used with all of her other subordinates… friendly but professional. “How was the rest of your weekend?”

Helena walked over. “Lovely, thank you. That tour of the Heights was perfect.”

Helena watching unashamedly naked from the bed in the Monday morning light as Caitlin pulled on her jeans and top from the Sunday afternoon, an expression filled with latent desire.

“Anytime. If you need any other recommendations, just let me know.”

“I will. It’ll be hard to fit them in before I fly home on Friday, but I’d like to do more.” Helena’s gaze dropped briefly to the necklace that Caitlin was wearing. The necklace that Helena had bought her the day before. “That’s beautiful, by the way.”

“Thank you. It was a gift.”

A command on Sunday evening: After your shower you’ll be naked and you’ll stay naked, wearing only the necklace I bought you. From now on when we’re alone you wear nothing unless I say you can.

“From someone with excellent taste, clearly.”

Their eyes met again. Understanding passed between them… everything they couldn’t say in this open plan office with colleagues everywhere. Everything that had happened at Caitlin’s house and in Helena’s hotel room.

“I should get on with work,” Helena said. “We’ll catch up later?”

“I’m sure we will.”

Around her the office had an energy to it, the usual Monday morning routine of plans being made for the week ahead. Caitlin’s day would be conference calls and client emails and project updates. Her world, her domain, where she was known and respected and firmly in control.

If only her colleagues knew the truth… that their energetic, force of nature leader had spent the weekend on her knees, an obedient Gatinha, the sweet little plaything of Helena, learning that in the bedroom at least she craved submission…

But they didn’t know. Couldn’t know.

Only Helena had seen that potential in her. It was their secret and theirs alone.

What came next, Caitlin didn’t know. But glancing over at Helena, seeing her glance back, Caitlin was pretty sure that even with Helena flying back to Sao Paolo at the end of the week there was more to come.

It was exciting, in a way that Caitlin hadn’t felt in years, if ever.


Chapter 1


The firm’s quarterly town hall was held in the largest conference room, the one with a presentation screen that covered most of a wall and with seating for several hundred.

Caitlin sat on stage, the only non-partner asked to join the panel discussing how to engage with difficult clients, but no one who knew her or who had worked with her questioned her right to be there… she was the coming force in their firm, so much so that she was known among some of the juniors as F.M.P., short for Future Managing Partner. Even some of the partners had taken to joking about it… joking but with an edge, and never to her face. They could see that it would be wise to keep on her good side, even as she was nominally subordinate to them.

Imagine, she thought, if any of them knew my secret… a secret known only to Caitlin and one other person sat in that conference room.

She’d sat through so many of these meetings, knew how to look engaged and interested while her mind thought about more pressing matters that she could and should be handling on a Tuesday morning, knew how to project the image of a dedicated senior consultant who cared deeply about the third quarter results that the Managing Partner was running through up on screen.

Normally, more pressing matters meant something client related. Not today, though. Today her mind was on something else. Someone else. Sat ten rows back, in Caitlin’s sight line, wearing a sombre dark grey trouser suit that Caitlin knew concealed a body to die for, the body she’d got to know so very well over the weekend just gone.

They’d deliberately kept their distance from each other since she’d left Helena’s hotel room early on Monday morning… no messages, only interacting professionally where it was appropriate to do so, but underlying it was a tension that she could have cut through with a knife. And the way that Helena looked at her when no one else was watching, well, wow…

Monday had been surreal. Seeing Helena for the first time in the office since, well, since they’d done that, watching her interact with their colleagues, seeing her professional deference to Caitlin, sitting in meetings together as if nothing had happened, nothing had changed. Except, of course, everything had changed. Whenever Helena said Caitlin’s name, Gatinha echoed inside Caitlin’s head. Whenever Helena looked at Caitlin, she remembered Helena looking down at her as she knelt and called her Minha Dona.

The necklace sat around Caitlin’s neck, on top of her clothes, the necklace that Helena had bought for her on Sunday, visible to everyone but filled with a deeper meaning known only to the two of them. It was beautiful… a thin silver chain with a pendant formed of three interwoven strands, a green jewel clasped tight within them. And to Caitlin it represented everything… Helena’s hold over her, Caitlin’s submission, their secret.

Her fingers drifted to it, touching it briefly, and when she glanced at Helena she saw that she was watching, a small smile playing across on her lips.

Caitlin’s watch buzzed with a message. She glanced down out of habit, and felt her breath catch when she read it:

You look so beautiful sat up there, Gatinha. And none of them know our secret.

Gatinha… fuck. Caitlin had looked up the translation yesterday and had felt herself nearly melt at the sheer carnal, illicit implications. She was Helena’s kitten, her obedient, innocent, sexy pet, to do with as she pleased. No one, no one ever, would have called Caitlin that. No one save for Helena.

Caitlin shifted in her seat, making herself breathe normally, pushing down the thoughts that came with that name. A few moments, then another message:

Want to play, Gatinha? Tug on your earlobe to say yes.

Caitlin’s heart started racing. Here? Now? In front of the entire firm?

She kept her expression neutral, gave nothing away, but her mind was spinning. This was insane. She was on stage. Hundreds of their colleagues in the room, the partners, the people who would decide whether to make her partner.

She couldn’t.

She shouldn’t.

But God did she want to.

Another buzz on her wrist:

No pressure. But I think you want to. I think you need to. Be my obedient Gatinha.

Caitlin’s hand moved to her ear before she could stop herself, tugging gently on her earlobe as if adjusting her earring.

The response was immediate:

Good girl. First dare: cross your legs. Then uncross them. Slowly. Make me wait for it.

So simple. Caitlin did that all the time during meetings, no one would think twice. But… doing it because Helena had ordered it, knowing that Helena was watching, made it feel charged with deep significance.

Caitlin waited a few moments, long enough to seem natural, then deliberately crossed her legs. She waited. And waited. Then uncrossed them and recrossed them the other way.

She didn’t look at Helena. Didn’t dare.

Her wrist buzzed:

Well done my perfect Gatinha. So obedient, so professional.

Caitlin felt her cheeks redden at having pleased her Dona.

Next: touch the necklace I gave you. Show me that you know you’re mine.

Caitlin’s hand moved to her neck, fingers slowly tracing along the chain and pausing at the pendant, knowing that Helena would see and know that Caitlin was thinking about her, thinking about how Helena was anything but her junior.

It suits you. You wear your ownership so well. Now something harder. You need to ask a question. Ask anything but it must include the word “submission”. Can you do that for me, Gatinha?

Caitlin’s pulse quickened. That was harder. Much harder. She’d have to actually speak, have to find a way to naturally incorporate the word into a professional context, all while knowing the real meaning.

The panel discussion had started by now and was covering client engagement strategies. Caitlin’s mind raced, trying to find an opening.

The moderator, one of the senior partners, looked around the panel. “Any other thoughts on managing difficult stakeholder relationships?”

This was her chance.

Caitlin leaned forward slightly, trying to convey confidence. “I think one key aspect we haven’t touched on is the importance of understanding when to push back and when to show flexibility. There’s a difference between being collaborative and being overly accommodating. The latter can look like submission to the client’s demands rather than partnership, which undermines our position as advisors.”

Several people nodded. The moderator thanked her for the insight. But all she cared about was that she’d done as Helena had commanded.

Her watch buzzed:

Excellent. My clever Gatinha. So perfectly obedient. I’m very pleased with you. Very. One more dare.

Caitlin waited, her hands folded calmly in her lap while her heart hammered against her rib cage.

When the moderator asks for closing thoughts from the panel, I want you to say this exact phrase: “I think the key to success is finding the right balance between control and surrender.” Can you do that for me, Gatinha?

Caitlin inhaled sharply, fought to stay calm. This was much more obvious. If anyone was paying close attention, if anyone knew what to listen for, they might wonder at the choice of words. It was, though, also perfect… appropriate for the context, yet meaningful for her and Helena.

She tugged her earlobe again. Yes.

My brave, perfect Gatinha. Make me proud.

The panel discussion continued for the next ten minutes and Caitlin made sure that she contributed as much as anyone, maintaining her professional demeanour. Beneath it, though, her whole body was alive at the knowledge of Helena’s presence in the room, of the game, of their secret.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the moderator began wrapping up.

“Let’s do quick closing thoughts from our panellists. Just a sentence or two about what you think is most important for our consultants to remember as we head into the fourth quarter. Caitlin, why don’t we start with you?”

This was it.

Caitlin took a breath, met the moderator’s eyes with confidence before looking to the audience, and said clearly, “I think the key to success is finding the right balance between control and surrender… knowing when to hold firm on your strategic position and when to be flexible to client needs.”

She added that last part to make it sound more natural, more professional. She saw people nodding. Brad, the senior partner on her most recent pitch, gave her an approving look from the front row.

And, when Caitlin let herself glance at Helena for just a moment, she saw the look on her face.

Pride. Desire. Possession. Approval.

It was a look that said you’re mine and you just proved it in front of everyone and they have no idea.

It was a look that made every moment of the game worth it.

Her watch buzzed again as the other panellists gave their closing thoughts:

You were perfect. So brave. So obedient. My clever, beautiful Gatinha.

Caitlin was careful to keep her expression and her posture neutral, but she could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, feel her body responding to Helena’s praise in ways that were entirely inappropriate in this professional environment.

It was exquisite torture… sat there on stage, having to keep her composure while every fibre of her being wanted to find Helena, to hear her say those words out loud, to feel her touch.

Another buzz:

I can see you’re flushed. You’re imagining kneeling, naked and bound, in front of me, aren’t you?

Caitlin glanced in Helena’s direction and tugged on her earlobe… yes, and so much more. Helena’s smile that she got back was worth everything. Caitlin forced herself to suppress a groan.

The final panellist had just finished their closing thoughts, and the moderator thanked everyone for their participation, wrapping up the town hall. People began to get up, gathering their things, breaking into a hundred smaller conversations.

Caitlin remained seated, exchanging a quick word with the partner sat next to her, and then checked her phone. As she did, a longer message popped up on it:

Pick me up from my hotel at 7 tonight. Wear something casual. I’m told I need to try BBQ while I’m here, so you’re going to take me to your favourite - I want the real Houston experience. After dinner you will invite me back to your house. And then, Gatinha, you’ll get your reward for being such a good, obedient kitten for me.

Caitlin looked up, found Helena still in her seat ten rows back. Their eyes met across the room full of consultants and partners and colleagues who had no idea what was passing between them.

Helena raised an eyebrow slightly. Waiting.

Caitlin felt her pulse racing, felt the anticipation building. An evening with Helena. Dinner in public, playing their secret game. Then home, where Helena would…

She didn’t let herself finish the thought, didn’t dare.

Instead, keeping her expression professionally neutral, Caitlin reached slowly up towards her earlobe.

Of course she wanted it.

Of course she was going to say yes.


Chapter 2


Caitlin stood in front of her open closet, towel wrapped around her body, hair still damp from the shower, and tried to remember the last time she’d felt this way about getting ready to see someone.

Business school, maybe? The professor from her Behavioural Science class who’d been the only man she met there with the mix of easy self-confidence and lack of arrogance that had come close to appealing to her? Even then, even with how for those crazy few weeks she could have been kicked out if they were caught, she wasn’t sure the butterflies in her stomach had been as intense as now.

Helena was proving to be different. Caitlin had left work at five for a start, an unheard of early finish though God knew she’d earned a bit of latitude from management with the work she’d done recently. And now, with time to think since the weekend, she really was uncharacteristically nervous, wanting above all else to not mess this up… she genuinely wanted Helena to like her.

Dress casual. That had been Helena’s instruction and Caitlin found that she instinctively wanted to obey, wanted Helena to be pleased with her. She pulled out a pair of dark blue jeans, fitted without being too tight, and held them up. Too smart? Not smart enough? It was just BBQ she reminded herself. Casual, relaxed, don’t overthink.

Except, of course, she was overthinking everything, and had been since the moment that Helena had lit a fire under her with their game during the town hall that morning.

Pick me up from my hotel at 7 tonight.

Simple, direct, commanding. And Caitlin had responded by tugging her earlobe, being obedient for her Dona which, to Caitlin’s lasting surprise, was apparently what she did now. Or at least the new version of Caitlin that Helena had brought into the world over the weekend did.

Stick with the jeans… she tossed them onto the bed.

Now for the top. She rifled through her closet, rejecting perfectly viable option after perfectly viable option. She didn’t want just perfect, she wanted better than perfect for Helena… she craved Helena’s praise, that alluring Brazilian accent saying my obedient Gatinha, so perfect.

She wanted to please Helena because, of course, there was the promise of what was to follow their dinner, a promise that had Caitlin’s body anticipating in a way that made it hard to focus on something as mundane as choosing clothes.

And then, Gatinha, you’ll get your reward for being such a good, obedient kitten for me.

Those words… they made something melt inside Caitlin, something warm and gooey and so utterly un-Caitlin, filling her with desire. This was new to her, completely new, but she knew that she had discovered something she could never let go, this latent deep desire to surrender.

Finally she settled on a simple white t-shirt, fitted so that it showed off her curves but so that it also still screamed casual. Paired with the jeans and her comfortable leather sandals it was perfect… casual without looking like she was spending the evening lounging on her couch. It said I’ve made an effort here, but you can pretend I didn’t.

She dressed quickly then stood in front of her full length mirror… the same full length mirror she realised that Helena had made her watch herself in as Helena’s hands had roamed all over her body… stop it, she thought, focus.

Caitlin knew she looked good, her dark long hair loose and swept to one side completing the casual look. And the necklace, of course she was wearing the necklace, Helena’s innocent gift to her as a thank you for showing her the Heights on Sunday that had taken on so much more meaning since.

She checked her watch. Almost time to leave. Her phone buzzed on the dresser and inevitably it was a text from Helena.

Looking forward to tonight. Dinner first, then I’ll play with my Gatinha.

Caitlin smiled despite the racing of her heart at that name, at what it represented. She typed back quickly.

On my way soon.

Helena’s response was short but effective.

Good girl.

Two words that shouldn’t have the power they did. Two words that made Caitlin’s pulse quicken and her breath catch and reminded her exactly what she’d been to Helena when they were alone together over the weekend.

Two words that felt like a promise.

***

The drive to Helena’s hotel should have been simple. Caitlin was Houston born and bred and had driven the streets literally hundreds if not thousands of times. She knew the traffic could be capricious at that time of day, but every red light felt like a personal affront, as if the city was trying its hardest to stop her obeying Helena and arriving on time.

The town hall felt like it had happened days ago, not just that morning. Sitting on that stage, aware of Helena watching her from the audience, playing their secret game in front of everyone. The thrill of it. The risk. The way Helena had looked at her afterward, that smile that promised everything.

You were perfect. So brave. So obedient.

Caitlin had read that message at least a dozen times since Helena had sent it, probably more. Had felt the same rush of pleasure each time, that warm glow of having pleased Helena, of having been good for her.

When had that started mattering so much? How had earning Helena’s approval become something Caitlin craved at least as much if not more than the professional recognition that she devoted her life to attaining?

The light turned green and she accelerated, trying to ignore the voice in her head asking these awkward questions.

It doesn’t have to mean anything, she told herself. It was just… exploration. Discovery. Two adults enjoying each other’s company in various ways. It didn’t have to be more complicated than that.

Except, even after a few days, it was already getting more complicated than that, and Caitlin knew it.

She’d thought about Helena constantly since Friday night. During her date with Mike, during meetings and presentations, during quiet moments at her desk. She’d replayed moments from their weekend a thousand times, and her imagination had been going wild thinking about what she hoped might happen again. But more than even that, she missed her presence, their easy intimacy, in a way that went beyond plain physical desire.

I’m in trouble, Caitlin thought as she slipped in between two cars queueing for a turn, I’m really in trouble here.

Because this wasn’t just about the dynamic anymore, about the surrender and the submission and the exquisite pleasure Helena could draw from her body. It was about Helena herself. Her laugh. Her intelligence. The way she listened when Caitlin talked, really listened, as if every word mattered. The warmth in her eyes when she looked at Caitlin. The way she seemed to see all of Caitlin… not just the dominant professional persona or the private submissive side, but the whole complicated person underneath.

Caitlin couldn’t remember the last time someone had bothered to look past the surface and truly see her.

Maybe no one ever had, if she was being honest.

***

She pulled into the Granduca, stopping near the entrance and turning down the offer of valet parking. Instead she got out and leaned against the car, trying to act nonchalant even as her pulse raced. She was actually nervous. When was the last time she’d been nervous about seeing someone?

Get it together, she told herself, it’s just a dinner, just Helena, no reason to get worked up.

Except there was every reason, because this wasn’t just about a casual dinner and it wasn’t just about Helena… this was something that had the potential to change everything, and Caitlin was self-aware enough to recognise that even if she couldn’t quite name it.

The doors to the hotel opened and Caitlin looked up in anticipation, only to see a middle aged couple come out, looking for a taxi to take them to dinner.

She looked back down, pulling her phone out to scroll through her messages… not really paying attention, just anything to help her calm her nerves. It didn’t work.

Caitlin looked up again at the sound of the doors opening and saw her. Helena, walking out, flashing a radiant smile to the doorman, before spotting Caitlin and breaking into a beaming grin that banished Caitlin’s nerves, because how could you feel nervous around someone who is that happy to see you?

She looked stunning. Dark jeans that fit her figure perfectly. A blue vest top that showed off her toned shoulders and arms. Hair down and loose, a little wavy rather than the straightener hair she’d had for work earlier. Casual and stunning and absolutely perfect.

“Hey,” Helena said as she walked over.

“Hey yourself.”

They stood there for a moment, just looking at each other, and Caitlin felt that familiar electricity between them. Not the intensity of their private dynamic, that would come later, but something softer. Genuine pleasure at seeing each other, and anticipation of the evening ahead.

“You look amazing,” Helena said.

“So do you.” Caitlin let her eyes look Helena up and down. “I like this. Very… you.”

“I could hardly tell you to be casual then ignore that myself.” Helena’s hand reached up to touch Caitlin’s necklace, her fingers grazing Caitlin’s skin. “I’m glad you’re wearing this.”

“I seem to wear it every day,” Caitlin admitted with a shy smile.

Helena returned the smile. “Good. Ready to go?”

“Very.”

Caitlin opened the passenger door for Helena, a gesture that earned her an amused but pleased glance. Once they were both belted in Caitlin started the engine and pulled out of the hotel.

“So where are we going?” Helena asked, her hand finding its way to Caitlin’s thigh, a gesture that felt somehow completely right despite being so forward.

“The best BBQ I know. Everyone has a favourite but this one I’ve been to loads, since I was a kid. Very authentic, nothing fancy, but the food is incredible.”

“Sounds perfect.” Helena’s hand traced lazy patterns on Caitlin’s leg through the denim. “I’ve been looking forward to this all day.”

“The BBQ?”

“That too.” Caitlin stole a glance and saw a wicked smile on Helena’s face.

“I’ve been thinking about it too.”

“Good thoughts?”

“Very.”

They drove in comfortable silence for a few minutes, the evening air coming through the open windows.

“Can I tell you something?” Helena eventually said.

“Of course.”

“I was nervous about tonight. About seeing you.”

Caitlin looked over in surprise. “You were? You never seem nervous.”

“Well, I hide it well.” Helena’s smile was gentle. “But yes. Nervous. Excited. That whole thing where you can’t quite decide if the butterflies in your stomach are good nervousness or bad nervousness, but you know you want to see the person anyway.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” Caitlin admitted. “I’ve been feeling that since the town hall.”

“Really?”

“Really. I changed outfits three times. Three times, Helena. I never do that.”

Helena laughed in delight. “I love that. The great Caitlin, force of nature, changing outfits because she’s nervous about dinner.”

“Don’t make fun of me,” Caitlin protested, but she was smiling.

“I’m not. I think it’s sweet. And for what it’s worth, you look incredible. I liked all three outfits you tried.”

“You didn’t see them.”

“Didn’t need to. You look good in everything.” Helena squeezed her thigh. “But especially in nothing at all.”

Caitlin felt her heart race.

“Careful, you need me to get us there in one piece.”

“Spoil sport,” Helena teased.

They turned a corner and Caitlin said, “Here we are. Doesn’t look too busy tonight.”

Caitlin found parking and they got out, the evening air warm but pleasant, the smell of smoke and meat already reaching them from the restaurant. Helena came around the car and stood looking at the restaurant.

“Ready?” Caitlin asked.

“Very ready,” Helena replied. She winked. “Lead the way, Gatinha.”

Caitlin laughed. “Caitlin for now. That later.”

“Yeah, but I’m Brazilian so I get impatient…”


Chapter 3


The place Caitlin had chosen was tucked into a corner lot with a sprawling outdoor patio strung with lights and mismatched picnic tables that had seen better days. It was the sort of place that, without its reputation, anyone who cared about their health would steer well clear of but, for those who knew, looks were deceiving.

“This is perfect,” Helena said as they walked from the parking lot. “Much better than anywhere I’d have found.”

“Wait until you taste the brisket before you say that,” Caitlin replied, unable to keep the smile off her face. But then, she’d found herself smiling from pretty much the moment Helena had come out of her hotel twenty minutes before, so that wasn’t new.

They were shown to a table near the edge of the patio, under the branches of an old oak tree. The evening was warm but bearably so, that perfect Houston temperature in the right season where you could sit outside without immediately regretting your life choices. String lights crisscrossed overhead, glowing bright against the gathering dusk.

“So this is part of the real Houston experience?” Helena asked as they settled onto the benches across from each other.

“An integral part of it. But each person has their favourite BBQ place and gets fiercely protective. I’ve got friends who were dating and split because every time they went for BBQ they couldn’t agree on which place was best.” She laughed. “Well, other reasons too of course, but you get my point.” Caitlin picked up the laminated menu even though she’d been here enough times to have it memorised. “But yeah, this is pretty authentic. Family-owned for thirty years, they source their meat locally, the pitmaster worked under one of the legends…”

“To look at you I wouldn’t have guessed that you’re a BBQ aficionado,” Helena observed, amusement in her eyes.

“I’m Texan. It’s genetic.” Caitlin grinned. “How hungry are you? They do a two-person platter that’s honestly enough for three or four people but it’s the best way to try everything.”

“Sounds perfect. Though I’m trusting you to order since I have no idea what half these things are.”

A server appeared, a young guy with impressive tattoos coating his arms and a friendly smile. “What can I get you ladies to drink?”

“Two Shiner Bocks?” Caitlin looked at Helena, who nodded. “And we’ll do the platter to share. Extra pickles.”

“You got it. I’ll bring those beers right out.”

When he left, Helena leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. “Extra pickles?”

“Trust me on this one too. The pickles here are life-changing.”

“I’ve never heard that said about a pickle before.”

“You’ll see.”

They sat for a few moments in comfortable silence, both just looking at each other under the string lights crisscrossed above. Caitlin felt a little flutter in her chest, a flutter she’d not felt in many years… I’m really in trouble here, she thought, not that she minded.

“So,” Helena said eventually, “how was the rest of your day? After the town hall?”

Caitlin laughed. “Unproductive. Something kept distracting me…”

“Oh yes…? Anything in particular?”

“You know exactly what.”

Helena’s smile turned wicked. “I might. But I want to hear you say it.”

“Remembering the part where you had me say that exact phrase. The one about control and surrender.” Caitlin felt her cheeks going red at the memory. “I was terrified someone would notice. That it was too obvious.”

“Nobody noticed,” Helena reassured her. “They all nodded along like it was a nugget of consulting wisdom. Which, to be fair, it kind of was.”

“Still. My heart was pounding. Sat up there in front of everyone and only you knew…”

“I couldn’t tell, except for how you shifted in your seat.” Helena’s foot found Caitlin’s under the table, not accidental but also not deliberate, just natural like that was what they always did. “You were perfect, by the way. So composed. And one hundred percent the future managing partner that everyone knows you are.”

The server returned with their beers, bottles sweating with condensation, lime wedges perched in the necks. They both squeezed the lime in and clinked bottles.

“To leaving work at 5pm for once,” Caitlin said.

“And to secrets that make boring meetings interesting,” Helena added.

They drank, and Caitlin savoured the cold, refreshing taste. Perfect for a warm evening.

“Can I ask you something?” Caitlin said after a moment.

“Of course.”

“What made you suggest this? Tonight, I mean, coming out for food rather than just, I guess, your place or mine?”

Helena laughed. “Everyone needs to eat!” She paused. “Seriously though, I thought it would be nice to spend time with you. Not just… I mean, yes, obviously I want that too. But I wanted this. Sitting across from you, talking, getting to know you better outside of… everything else.”

“Everything else being work?”

“Work. And the other thing.”

“Our… dynamic?” Caitlin offered.

“Yeah, that’s a good word for it.” Helena took a drink.

“I’m glad you suggested this.”

“Yeah?”

“Definitely yeah.” Caitlin smiled and Helena smiled back. God, she looked stunning, Caitlin could look into her eyes all night and never get bored. “This is nice. Really nice.”

The food arrived at that moment and Caitlin couldn’t help but laugh at Helena’s surprise… a massive metal tray was set down between them loaded with sliced brisket, ribs, pulled pork, sausage links, mac and cheese, coleslaw, potato salad, the list went on. Two smaller plates held the promised extra pickles and some jalapeños, and a trio of sauce bottles completed the feast.

“Ok,” Helena said, her eyes wide and grinning. “You weren’t kidding about size were you?”

“Texas portions!”

“Challenge accepted.” Helena picked up her fork. “Where do I start?”

“Brisket first. It’s the star of the show.” Caitlin used the tongs provided to put several slices on Helena’s plate. “Try it without any sauce first, then with this one if you want. The bark, that’s the crusty outside part, is where all the flavour is.”

She watched as Helena cut a piece and took her first bite, waiting for the verdict.

Helena’s eyes closed briefly and she made a small sound of appreciation that wasn’t too far removed from sounds Caitlin had heard from Helena over the weekend, a sound that Caitlin felt resonate right through her body. “Oh my god.”

“Right?”

“That’s… I don’t even have words. That’s incredible.”

“Texas BBQ, baby. We take it seriously.” Caitlin served herself and took a bite, savouring the familiar flavour. Still perfect after all these years.

“One thing I might miss is the jalapeños.”

“Why? You don’t like them?”

“No, I love them. I’m just not sure you’d thank me later if I ate something spicy.”

Caitlin was confused for a minute then understanding dawned… no, she wouldn’t like it if Helena’s tongue had a trace of chilli on it later and neither, she suspected, would Helena like it if she did either. Helena started laughing and nodded as she saw that Caitlin got it.

“I’ll skip them too,” Caitlin replied, both blushing and grinning at the same time.

They fell into a happy silence punctuated by occasional exclamations of delight, passing plates back and forth, trying everything. Helena insisted on trying one of the pickles and agreed immediately that Caitlin had been right… just the perfect combination of everything.

“So I’m curious,” Caitlin said as they naturally slowed down. “Your life in Sao Paolo. Your friends. Tell me about them.”

“Of course, what do you want to know?”

“What are they like?” Caitlin replied. “How do you know them?”

“I suppose I have two groups of friends, but they all kind of overlap. There are my friends that all went to the same private school as me in Sao Paolo, I’ve know them forever. Some of them have moved further away but it doesn’t matter, even seeing them after a year we slip straight back into it.” Helena smiled. “They’re all women, you can imagine all the dramas over the years. And then there’s my friends from university and that I’ve got to know since then… it’s fun, most nights out we end up knowing half the people in the bar. It’s that sort of community.”

“Are your friends into…” Caitlin gestured vaguely between them, not sure how to describe whatever was going on between them.

Helena laughed. “Some of them are, most not. But… we’re Brazilian, our culture is much more open and relaxed than here. Who’s sleeping with who and who’s doing what is constantly changing, it’s not as strait laced as here.” She shrugged. “The thing about knowing half the people in the bar is you also know all the history. My friends know what I’m like and what I’m into, just like I know with them.”

Caitlin was curious to ask more but didn’t want to pry, content for now with the Helena she was getting to know. “It sounds like fun.”

“It is.” Helena gestured to Caitlin. “What about you? Do you have friends like that?”

Caitlin nodded. “A few. We don’t see each other much, they have babies and husbands, but yeah like you said, you know them so well that a big gap since you last saw them doesn’t matter. I’m seeing one of them, Emma, tomorrow night.”

“Tell me about her.” Helena had set down her fork and was entirely focused on Caitlin.

“Emma? I’ve known her since college. We met pretty much first day and, well, let’s just say there’s some stories there. I’ll be honest though, nowadays I don’t have a huge friendship group. Work takes up most of my time, and the people I’m closest to there are either subordinates or partners… everyone at my level is competing. But I try to keep up with my friends when I can.”

Helena gazed at her sympathetically, Caitlin’s confession from Friday night that she was lonely hanging in the air between them but, to Helena’s immense credit, she didn’t bring that up. Instead, she simply said, “You’re allowed to have a work life and a social life, balance the two. Success is meaningless without a life outside of work.”

“I’m starting to figure that out.” Caitlin smiled back. “Better late than never, right?”

They continued picking at the food, both getting full but wanting to try everything. Helena told some stories about growing up in Sao Paolo, the chaos of the city, weekend trips to the beach, while Caitlin shared her own stories of Houston and how her private school had formed her.

“Did you always want to be a consultant?” Helena asked, stealing a rib from Caitlin’s side of the platter.

“God, no. Does anyone?” Helena smiled and Caitlin continued. “I wanted to be an animal doctor growing up. Not a veterinarian… an animal doctor.” She laughed. “Then at college I got good at debating and took part in a competition sponsored by our firm. One thing led to another through an internship and I realised I enjoyed it… you get paid to solve problems and tell people they’re wrong.”

“A very diplomatic summary of our profession.”

“Hey, you told me the other day that I needed to be honest.” Caitlin grinned. “What about you? What did little Helena want to be?”

“An astronaut. Then a marine biologist. Then a journalist. Then a fashion designer.” Helena ticked them off on her fingers. “I changed my mind every six months until university, when I finally settled on going on to business school. My parents were surprisingly patient with my indecision, though I do wonder if they steered me this way without me realising.”

“Sounds like you knew yourself well enough to explore your options.”

“Or I was just incredibly indecisive.” Helena smiled. “I like to think I’ve gotten better at knowing what I want now.”

She held her gaze on Caitlin and Caitlin matched it, an unspoken moment passing between them. Caitlin felt a flutter in her stomach, a glorious thrill of excitement.

The sun had set properly by now, the sky above a deep orange pink near the horizon. The temperature had dropped a few degrees to what, for Houston, could be called genuinely pleasant. Caitlin realised that she was happy and relaxed in a way she hadn’t been for longer than she could remember.

“This platter’s defeated me,” Helena said, leaning back. They’d probably only eaten around a third of it between them… not surprising when it was designed for hungry Texan men rather than two slim women.

“Lightweight,” Caitlin teased, though she was just as pleasantly full.

“Says the woman who stopped eating ten minutes ago.”

“Fair point.” Caitlin signalled to their server for the check. “Want to take a short walk? It’s a nice area. Safe.”

“That sounds perfect.”

They left the restaurant and walked slowly down the tree-lined street, nighttime now fully arrived. The neighbourhood was quiet, residential once you were away from the restaurant.

“I love this area,” Helena said. “It feels like a village in the middle of the city.”

“It’s exactly what it is. I nearly bought here, but the commute was a little further and the vibe a little older. Quite a few colleagues live around here.”

“Ah, I see.”

They walked in comfortable silence for a while, not quite holding hands but their arms brushing occasionally, walking closer to each other than would be normal for just friends. Caitlin would have loved to slip her hand into Helena’s but she was conscious of bumping into a colleague and it seemed that Helena tacitly agreed.

“Can I tell you something?” Caitlin said eventually.

“Anything.”

“I’m really glad you suggested tonight. This.” She paused, choosing her words carefully. “I’m trying not to think that you fly home on Friday, and that we’re colleagues and I’m your manager. It’s been insane since Kirby’s last Friday.”

Helena grinned. “Insane good I hope?”

“Insane good. But I’m glad we’ve done this tonight.”

They’d circled back to where Caitlin’s car was parked.

“You get to claim your reward now, if you’d like of course,” Helena said, stopping to look at Caitlin with an expression that made Caitlin’s stomach do somersaults and her legs go weak.

“I suppose I’d better ask you back to my place,” Caitlin said, pausing for dramatic effect. “Would you like to come back to my place?”

Helena laughed. “I thought you’d never ask…”


Chapter 4


“Ajoelhe-se.”

Caitlin responded straight away, falling to her knees, back straight, hands clasped in her lap.

They’d come through the front door seconds ago, literally seconds, and as soon as it closed behind them the mood had shifted, something in Helena’s demeanour that she couldn’t quite place making it crystal clear that she was the dominant all of a sudden and Caitlin was the submissive. Correction… her submissive.

She heard Helena lock the front door and bolt it, and even though that was precisely what Caitlin did every day when she got home it felt, right there and then, like a definitive statement of intent… Helena saying we’re in private now, you’re mine.

“Oh, my sweet, obedient Gatinha, so eager to please. Well done.”

Caitlin’s breath caught to hear Helena’s praise. Helena’s hand was on her head, running through her hair, touching her possessively.

“What am I, Gatinha?”

“My owner, Minha Dona.”

“That’s right.” Helena walked round to stand in front of Caitlin. “In these four walls you belong to me.” She put her hand to Caitlin’s chin and gently lifted it so that Caitlin was looking up at her. “And, it seems, in the town hall too.” She smiled. “You did so well in front of all of those people. You’ve earned your reward.”

Caitlin’s heart was racing… this was insane in the very best way.

“So… your home gym. The front bedroom, isn’t it Gatinha?”

“That’s right Minha Dona.”

“We’re going to put it to another use. I’m going to go through and prepare it, in the meantime I expect you to go to your bedroom and remove all of your clothes save for the necklace, and I expect to come back and find you there, kneeling again, naked when I return. Understood, Gatinha?”

“Yes Minha Dona.”

Helena walked off down the hall and, with a pause to smile at Caitlin over her shoulder, a smile that sent a thrill of anticipation through her, she went into Caitlin’s home gym and closed the door behind her.

Caitlin waited a few seconds, making sure that she was truly alone, then stood and walked through to her bedroom. She undressed quickly, taking a rueful look at the lingerie she’d worn for the night and that Helena wouldn’t get to see, and soon she was stood naked save for the necklace, almost ready.

One thing, she thought… she hurried into her bathroom and brushed her teeth to get rid of the residual taste of the BBQ, delicious as it had been, then walked back to the middle of the bedroom, facing the door, and knelt, back straight again, hands clasped.

Helena was taking her time, and while she knelt Caitlin focused on calming her mind… the anticipation of what was to come was driving her crazy, or more the anticipation of not knowing precisely what was to come but knowing that it would be good. The cool breeze of the air conditioning made her shiver slightly though, in all honesty, that was just as much a consequence of anticipation.

Finally, Helena opened the door and Caitlin felt a jolt of sheer, outright desire… Helena had removed her own clothes and was wearing the most unbelievably sexy, not to mention trendy, set of lingerie that Caitlin had even seen, fluorescent yellow, a full set with stockings, suspenders, everything. She didn’t know where to look because she wanted to look at all of it at once, the bright colours contrasting stunningly with Helena’s olive skin. Helena’s hair was loose and the smile… Caitlin melted just a little, caught in the dazzling brilliance.

“Gatinha,” Helena said as she walked slowly towards Caitlin. “You’ve done just as ordered.” She stopped in front of Caitlin and looked down at her, before leaning down to plant a lingering, soft kiss on Caitlin’s forehead. Caitlin simply closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation, catching the scent of Helena’s perfume, feeling Helena’s hair fall against her naked shoulders.

Helena stepped back and held out her hand. “Come with me.”

Caitlin stood and allowed herself to be led through to her front bedroom… it didn’t even seem strange by then, not like it had that first insane night they’d spent together. Now it felt totally normal to have another woman take charge in her own home.

Not just normal.

Natural. Right.

She was glad to see that Helena had closed the blinds. Her neighbours certainly weren’t ready to discover Caitlin’s new kink, that was for sure. Helena had also gone for softer lighting, turning on the lamps at the side of the room rather than the harsher overhead spotlights. Caitlin was pleased at that, it made for a more relaxing, sensuous environment.

“See anything different, Gatinha?”

Caitlin looked around and nodded, her breath catching in anticipation from what she saw. “Yes, Minha Dona.” She pointed to the treadmill where resistance bands had been tied around the safety bars that ran down either side of it and joined to the base. “Four bands.” She grinned. “And I seem to have four limbs…”

Helena grinned mischievously back. “So you do,” she teased. “Anything else?”

“The multi-gym,” Caitlin replied. “I swear I didn’t have those cords attached to the pull-up bar when I left this morning…”

“Very observant,” Helena said with a twinkle in her eye. “We’re going to experiment. But I want you completely in my control,” she turned and leaned in close to Caitlin, kissing her lips gently, “so you’re going to have to spend most of the rest of tonight tied up,” she kissed Caitlin again, “to make sure that you’re my obedient Gatinha. Are you ok with that?”

Nothing could be more ok… literally, in that moment, nothing. “I am,” Caitlin replied.

Helena nodded and looked at her intently. “I can see how excited you are.” She chuckled kindly. “I’m so happy to have been the one to help you see how gloriously submissive you really are.” She leaned in and whispered in Caitlin’s ear. “To be the woman who tamed you.”

Caitlin felt her cheeks redden, a mix of anticipation, pleasure at making Helena pleased, and the growing realisation that this was her now… there would never be any going back. Caitlin would always, always crave surrender in the privacy of the bedroom, even as she craved dominance outside of it.

She’d been tamed by the most unexpected of people, and she loved it.

“Stand under the pull-up bar and put your hands on it, apart.” Helena paused. “Facing me.”

Caitlin obeyed and put her hands at either end of the bar, her arms bent at the elbow, palms facing out. Even without restraint she was exposed there, the pose leaving her entirely open.

Helena watched her for a moment then walked over to stand close. “You’re ok, Gatinha?” Caitlin nodded and Helena reached up to tie first one wrist then the other to the bar. “Are they too tight? Tight enough?”

Caitlin tried the restraints. She could move her wrists a little but certainly couldn’t take her hands away from the bar… she was held tight but comfortably, the height of the bar allowing her to be relaxed in her posture. “Perfect, Minha Dona.”

Helena grinned. “Perfect… imagine the Caitlin at our team dinner last Friday night seeing herself say that.”

Caitlin couldn’t help grinning back. “She wouldn’t have known what she was missing…”

“No, she wouldn’t.” Helena paused, reaching her hand up and trailing it gently over Caitlin’s neck, shoulder and upper chest. “Which version of Caitlin do you like more?”

“This one.” Caitlin didn’t even need to think about it. She looked at one bound wrist, then the other, then back at Helena. “It’s not even a competition between the two.”

The smile on Helena’s face was worth it all on its own… genuine delight at Caitlin’s unambiguous reply. “You mean that seriously?”

“Seriously.”

Helena nodded. “Tonight is your reward, Gatinha, for being so clever and so magnificently obedient at work earlier. So we’re going to do this a little differently.” She moved her fingertips to touch Caitlin’s jaw then reached to push back her hair. “Tonight I exist entirely to pleasure you. Nothing else. No other reason. Just for your pleasure.”

Her heart racing in anticipation, Caitlin could only nod, not trusting her voice.

“So you may cum whenever you want… if you want it fast then you can, if you want it slow then you can, and I will keep pleasuring you until you tell me to stop. We’ll try different things, different positions, but I need you to tell me what you want as I pleasure you. Is that ok, Gatinha?”

Caitlin realised she was grinning uncontrollably. “Yes, I think that sounds ok.”

Helena flashed a quick grin of her own. “I thought you’d think so.” She leaned in to kiss Caitlin, but properly this time, long, slow, passionate, and Caitlin melted into the kiss, at least as much as she could tied up as she was. Helena’s hands held her possessively, one hand in Caitlin’s hair, the other on her rear, and Caitlin thrilled at the feel of the fabric of Helena’s lingerie pressed up and rubbing against her naked skin.

“Touch me, Minha Dona,” Caitlin whispered between kisses. “Please.”

“So impatient,” Helena teased. “But I can feel how much you need this.” She leaned back, her face not six inches from Caitlin’s, their eyes locked together, while out of sight but certainly not out of mind the hand that had been holding Caitlin’s rear started to slip slowly round to the front.

As the fingertips got close, Caitlin parted her legs a little, ready, although Helena took her time… Helena may have said that she was devoted to Caitlin’s pleasure that night, but she was clearly going to do it at her own pace.

Unless…?

Caitlin decided to test how responsive Helena would be to her saying what she wanted. And right then, good God did she want to be touched and touched fast… slow foreplay and sensuous buildups could wait to later, but in the immediate term she needed release, had needed release since that first message from Helena up on stage earlier.

“Faster… I need to be touched hard.”

Helena raised an eyebrow. “Hard? You want to climax fast?”

Caitlin nodded and then let out a long, shuddering moan as Helena’s hand slipped between her legs, touching her exquisitely. She started to play with Caitlin but not the slow way she normally did, not rough either, just… fast. It was exactly right.

Her wrists straining against her restraints Caitlin felt an orgasm building fast, and when Helena leaned in and, still holding her hair with her other hand, started to sensuously kiss Caitlin’s neck while the hand between her legs hit just… the right… spot she felt it hit, rolling through her hard, making her whole body tense, making her legs sway, she felt the cord of the restraints biting into her wrists but didn’t care as she cried out louder and louder, the climax peaking quickly and subsiding again just as fast.

Helena held her as she came down from her peak, and then smiling said, “Like that?”

“Just like that,” Caitlin replied breathlessly. She smiled weakly as she felt the last traces of her climax roll through her. “Just like that.”

Helena leaned in to kiss her again. “I need you to tell me something, Gatinha.”

“What?” Caitlin was still a little dazed from her climax and forgot to call Helena by her title, but Helena seemed in a forgiving mood.

“Your toys and your lube. Where can I find them.”

Caitlin looked at her and was thrilled to see the wicked smile on Helena’s face. “Toys in the bottom drawer in my closet.” Fuck, she thought, no one knows where I hide them… they’re personal. “Lube in the bathroom cabinet.” She started laughing. “I was going to ask why…”

Helena grinned. “You can spend the next few minutes imagining exactly what happens next… don’t go anywhere,” she teased.

Caitlin just stood there, bound, naked, helpless, and watched Helena disappear out of the door.

***

Several hours later and Caitlin would never look at her home gym in the same way.

Helena had fucked her, the only word for it, everywhere… she’d gone down on Caitlin when she’d returned to the room, Caitlin gripping the pull up bar, her legs ending up resting on Helena’s shoulders as Helena brought her to a slower, gentler second climax, none of the frantic rush but all of the desperate intensity.

The treadmill had been next… ankles bound to the base of each safety rail, wrists bound to the top, open, exposed, deliciously helpless. The lube had come into it then, that and Caitlin’s favourite vibrator, Helena using it to tease and toy with Caitlin, mixing low and high settings, sliding it into her gloriously as a counterpoint to all the touching and teasing. Every time she ran on the treadmill in future Caitlin would remember the multiple orgasm that Helena had given her… wave after spectacular wave.

The yoga mat… that hadn’t been spared. By then Helena had stripped naked too and, for a change, Caitlin hadn’t been restrained. Instead they’d gone down on each other, Caitlin’s first time sixty-nining with another woman, and that had been a revelation… the way that Helena had built her pleasure so that it was synchronised with her own, the way that when one of them gasped or moaned or arched their back it seemed to drive the other to even greater heights, an incredible loop of ever building pleasure. Caitlin hadn’t tried that position since college, but with a woman… she was converted for life.

Now the two of them were on Caitlin’s reclining weights bench, both naked save for Caitlin’s necklace. Helena had raised the backrest, and was sat leaning back against it, Caitlin straddling her lap, hands tied behind her back, open and helpless to her magnificent Brazilian mistress, to her Dona.

Helena’s hand reached up to the back of Caitlin’s neck and pulled her close to kiss her again, the sort of passionate, loose, sloppy kiss that comes when both women are desperate… though desperate for what beyond the simple joy of each other neither could have said. Their hair was tangled, their skin sweaty and flushed, their bodies aching for each other.

And then Caitlin felt it turn on again… her vibrator, slipped between them, pressing against both of them, an infuriatingly high but not quite high enough setting, enough to send waves of pleasure crashing through her and, she could tell from the noises and the movements, through Helena, but not enough to tip them over the edge.

“More…” Caitlin moaned into their kiss, breathless.

Helena just kissed her harder, but Caitlin felt the hand slip from her neck down to her hips, and Helena start to push her hips away then pull them closer. Caitlin was slow to react but then understood… she could make more happen herself. She started to grind in time to Helena’s prompting hand, and felt Helena start to grind a little herself.

It felt amazing.

Never in her life, ever, with the feel of Helena naked against her, the vibration where it mattered, her wonderful lips on Caitlin’s, and bound, restrained, surrendered to Helena, never had Caitlin felt anything like the sort of all encompassing, transcendent pleasure that she was feeling then.

She never wanted it to end, but no matter what her mind told her hips her hips were determined not to pay attention, grinding hard, pushing that peak a little closer with each movement.

Helena let out a cry, then another. “Ooohh… Gatinha… aahh… Caitlin…. I’m… I’m…” Caitlin kept grinding and felt Helena climax hard against her, her hands tightening their grip, her kiss loose and passionate, and then Caitlin’s own climax hit and she held herself against Helena, held herself against the vibrator too even as she got more and more sensitive, desperate to eke out every last glimmer of pleasure from that moment, her own moans getting louder and louder as it thundered through her.

Finally, finally, the peak subsided and she was there, naked, covered in her own sweat mingled with Helena’s, the vibrator tossed to one side, foreheads pressed together, both grinning like exhausted but insanely happy lunatics.

“Will this all feature in my appraisal later in the week, Gatinha?” Helena asked quietly, laughing.

“There isn’t a high enough grade I could give you…” Caitlin joked back. “Minha Dona.”

“Do you want more, Gatinha? I promised I’ll keep pleasuring you for as long as you want.”

“The mind is willing,” Caitlin replied. “But I don’t think the body can keep up and,” she checked the clock on the wall, “it’s late and we do have work tomorrow.”

Helena pouted. “Spoil sport.” She reached her hands round to Caitlin’s wrists behind her back and started to untie the restraint. “I’d better let you go then I suppose.”

When her wrists were free, Caitlin reached her hands for Helena’s face and pulled her in to a deep kiss. “You’ll stay over?” she asked.

“Try stopping me.”


Chapter 5


Caitlin woke to the faint pre-dawn light faintly illuminating the bedroom through a gap in the curtains. Her bedroom.

This time, unlike on Saturday morning, she knew straight away… Helena was there next to her.

It would be hard not to know, she thought with a smile, seeing as how she could feel Helena’s naked body pressed up against hers under the covers, Helena’s chest against her back, Helena’s legs against hers, Helena’s arm wrapped possessively around Caitlin’s middle.

She let herself feel happy… gave herself permission for once in her life to just feel joy at being there. This felt right. Every part of it, every single part felt right.

“Morning,” Helena murmured from behind her, her lips finding Caitlin’s neck and pressing against them.

“Morning,” Caitlin replied, pushing herself back into Helena and finding herself rewarded with another kiss as she slipped her hand into Helena’s.

They lay in warm, companionable, cosy silence for a few minutes.

“We should get up,” Caitlin said eventually, rolling over to face Helena.

Helena’s deep, dark eyes were looking at her intently. “One thing first,” she replied.

“As Gatinha and Dona?”

“As Caitlin and Helena.” She hesitated. “This…” Helena kissed Caitlin, her gentle lips playing with Caitlin’s, her playful tongue teasing… as good a kiss as any they’d had, and that was saying something.

Caitlin felt herself pushing her body against Helena’s, her hands reaching for her, tempted to do nothing but stay under those covers with Helena for as long as they both wanted.

Eventually, she broke the kiss. “We should really get up…” Caitlin whispered.

“I know,” Helena replied. “But you can’t blame a girl for trying…”

“Do you want to shower here?”

“If that’s ok? Could you drop me at my hotel on your way in?” She grinned. “I figure I should put on some more sensible clothes for the office.”

***

While Helena showered Caitlin made coffee for them both, then after her own quick shower they chatted while they both got dressed.

For Helena it was quick… jeans and the top from the night before along with that very sexy bright yellow lingerie that nearly made Caitlin throw it all away again and take her back to bed when she saw it.

Caitlin wasn’t quite sure what to wear herself. She turned from looking at her closet to look at Helena who was sat by then on the bed, holding her coffee in both hands and watching Caitlin.

“You choose,” Caitlin said.

“Choose what?”

“What I wear today. I’d like it if you choose for me.”

“As in… our dynamic?”

Caitlin smiled. “If you want to call it that.” She hesitated. “I feel like I would like to not just pretend at work that last night didn’t happen. I’d like to wear what you tell me to wear. What my Dona tells me to wear.” She laughed. “Assuming it’s work appropriate of course!”

Helena grinned. “So I can’t tell you to go to work in that silk nightdress I wore at the weekend?”

“No, you cannot.”

“Shame…” Helena stood and came over to look through Caitlin’s clothes. “I feel like you should be wearing a dress today.” She paused and stepped back to look at Caitlin in her dressing gown. “Yes, definitely.”

“Ok, I can handle that. Dresses are at this end.”

“You’re much more organised than me,” Helena said, laughing. “My closet has them all jumbled up.”

Caitlin shrugged. “What can I say? I’m a control freak.”

“Not all the time…”

“Not any more I suppose.” Caitlin found herself blushing as she smiled, because that really was a new thing for her.

“Ok, so…” Helena rifled through the dresses. “This one.” She pulled out a dark blue sleeveless dress, sensible but tailored to fit well in all the right places. “I think this will look good on you. And… this.” She took a white blazer from the other end of the closet. “You ever wear these together?”

“A few times.”

“Well you are today. Also the necklace. And with that thin leather belt.” She smiled mischievously. “The one from Friday night…”

Caitlin couldn’t help smiling back. The one from Friday night that had been used to tie her to her own bed… happy memories.

“And that’s it.” Helena continued. “Nothing else.”

“Nothing else as in really nothing else?”

“As in really nothing else, you’re not allowed any underwear at all…” Helena stepped closer and gave Caitlin’s ear a playful bite before whispering. “Because then I know that you’re naked underneath.” She kissed Caitlin’s cheek. “And when you’re naked, you’re mine Gatinha.”

Helena went back to sit on the bed. “So… get dressed then.” She took a sip of her coffee, openly watching Caitlin. “Lose the bathrobe. No need to be shy…”

No need indeed, thought Caitlin, not after last night.


Chapter 6


After dropping Helena off at her hotel Caitlin was at her desk by eight. A little later than usual for her, but still one of the first to arrive.

It was actually quite good to not have Helena around for a little bit, much as she hated to admit it. Focusing on her work was hard with Helena around she’d found over the last few days, not because Helena was a disruptive presence, in fact far from it she was a model professional except for when they’d been playing their game at the town hall, but simply because when Helena was around it was really hard for Caitlin not to remember, well, everything.

Coffee in hand Caitlin was soon deep into her pile of admin, a lot of which had piled up over the last few weeks while she’d focused almost entirely on the big client pitch that they’d won on Friday. One of the main tasks she had was Compliance training that was due that day, an online module, one with quiz questions at the end. She knew that the training team monitored how long staff took to do the courses, wise to the old ruse of clicking through fast and hoping for an easy quiz at the end, so she took her time and let herself become absorbed in the materials.

Her phone buzzed with a message.

Good morning Gatinha. I’ll be at the office soon, but I had to ask - you’re still wearing nothing underneath? xx

Caitlin glanced around furtively, though she wasn’t sure why… it wasn’t as if anyone was looking over her shoulder after all. She felt her cheeks redden as she read the message again, then she replied.

Good morning Helena. Yes, I can confirm.

Helena, not Minha Dona. And no kisses either. They were at work now and Caitlin wanted to establish that clearly… they weren’t playing the game that morning.

Helena didn’t seem to mind either way:

Good. How does it feel? xx

Caitlin thought for a moment. How did it feel? She typed out a quick reply, trying to keep professional without seeming rude:

Ask me later. When I’ve had time to know. See you at the 9am.

Helena’s reply was instant, coinciding with her walking through the door to their floor tapping away at her phone:

I’ll need to see for myself later. Until then xx

Jesus, thought Caitlin, when later? Her reaction to that message was equal parts excitement, because who wouldn’t get excited at the thought of the beautiful Brazilian woman from last night wanting her, and hesitance, because this was work now, not play.

She decided to let the message conversation pause there… this had the feeling of being a very long, and very interesting, day.

“Morning everyone,” Helena said warmly as she sat down at her desk.

“Hey Helena,” their colleague Sarah replied. “Good night last night?”

“Quiet actually,” she said, several other colleagues also listening in. “Some dinner, very relaxed, and I went to the gym. You guys?”

Caitlin tried to pretend to herself that she wasn’t blushing. “Pretty similar.”

She glanced up at Helena to see her smile and felt her heart light up. Yep, she thought, I’m in trouble here, without a doubt.

***

Most of the morning had been taken up with meetings that, mercifully, didn’t contain Helena. The afternoon, though, more than made up for it… Helena’s formal appraisal, a necessity for her secondment and something that Caitlin was determined to handle professionally. She’d done an objectively great job in her three and a bit weeks in Houston, genuinely, and the only way that she’d receive the credit she deserved for it when she got back to Sao Paolo was if Caitlin wrote her the most glowing appraisal she could.

It was going to be the most unusual appraisal she’d ever given, that was for sure. As she thought about it her hand idly went to the necklace she’d worn non-stop since Helena had bought it for her on Sunday. She wasn’t quite sure what wearing it gave her, just that when she touched it she found it reassuring. The memories it bubbled to the surface made her happy.

The appraisal wasn’t until two, but at midday Caitlin’s phone buzzed:

Nervous about this afternoon?

Caitlin noticed that Helena had dropped the kisses. Good, she thought, we need to save that for out of work time. She smiled and replied.

Isn’t that supposed to be you who’s nervous?

The reply was quick:

Ah, but I know that the woman appraising me is a tame, obedient kitten beneath it all.

Caitlin shifted in her seat. That description did something to her that she couldn’t comprehend, triggered something deep inside. She felt herself shifting in to the secret Caitlin that had spent half of the night before bound and helpless, but she forced herself to push that down. Work Caitlin, that’s what she was right now. Nothing else. She typed a reply:

You wish. In the office you get dominant, force of nature Caitlin.

She saw the dots on the message as Helena took a little while to write her reply. Caitlin had to admit that she was pleased to realise that Helena didn’t always have the immediate answer. Finally her reply came up:

Careful, you’ll make me think you want to switch. See you at 2 xx

Switch?! Jesus, Caitlin thought, the idea of Helena, her utterly dominant and stunningly beautiful Helena, in a submissive role… it made her breath catch, and she could feel her heart hammering against her chest. She realised she quite liked the idea. Maybe. Possibly.

See you then.

This was not going to be an ordinary appraisal.

***

After grabbing some lunch to eat at her desk Caitlin spent the next hour preparing for the review, pulling up Helena’s project contributions, her deliverables, the feedback from other team members and from the partners. It was all legitimately excellent… Helena had been a genuine asset to the project, and the evaluation would reflect that regardless of whatever it was going on between them outside of work.

At five to two, punctual as ever, Caitlin went to the meeting room she’d booked, closed the door and waited. Right on time there was a knock.

“Come in.”

Helena opened the door and, looking every inch the professional consultant in a black pencil skirt and simple but smart white blouse, her hair pulled back in a neat bun, she came into the room. She held a notebook and pen, and sat in the chair across the table from Caitlin.

“Good afternoon,” Helena said, her voice neutral and professional, her expression focused but with the faintest hint of a smile around the edges of her eyes.

“Good afternoon. Thank you for making time for this.” Caitlin opened the appraisal form on her laptop. “So… this is your formal end-of-secondment review. I’ll be going through your contributions to the project, areas of strength, any development opportunities, and then we’ll discuss your overall performance rating.” It sounded weirdly formal, but Caitlin was determined that it would be, anything else would mean that whatever this was with Helena outside of work was affecting her day-to-day, and she absolutely would not allow that.

“Sounds good.”

They went through it step by step, Caitlin starting with the deliverables that had all been excellent… the accounting analysis, the presentation, the recommendations. She covered positive feedback from Brad and the other partners, Helena’s collaboration style, her ability to work independently, how she communicated.

Helena listened attentively, asking questions where necessary. The perfect professional.

All of it was exactly how a performance review should be, save for one thing… again and again, little reminders of what else had happened between them kept popping up in Caitlin’s mind for her to bury as quickly as she could. Helena’s fingers on her pen, the same fingers that Caitlin had felt everywhere. The curve of Helena’s neck, and how it felt to rest her head there. Helena’s accent, a deeply professional tone but a way of speaking that Caitlin knew she would forever associate with kneeling, obedient, wanting.

“So, in terms of development points all I’ve got is that you should make sure as you get more senior to be more vocal in offering your opinions.” Caitlin paused and looked at Helena for emphasis. “Because your judgment is sound, and you should always be confident that the perspective you’re offering is valuable.” She smiled. “Some of our colleagues have a tendency to forget that.”

“Thank you, I’ll bear that in mind.”

“Overall I’ve rated you as Outstanding.” Caitlin smiled again. “There really was nothing else I could give you, and believe me when I say this I do not hand out the top rating very often at all.”

Helena’s face lit up and Caitlin felt her heart melt a little, because it wasn’t the Helena that she’d become so unbelievably attracted to in private, it was the Helena who’d flown five thousand miles to a foreign country to work with a group of people, most more experienced than her, that she barely knew, and who’d been told that she’d made a resounding success of it.

“Thank you, I really appreciate it. Genuinely.” Helena put her pen down. “Is that everything for the formal review?”

“That’s everything.” Caitlin closed her laptop. “I’ll submit it to HR later today.”

“Perfect.”

There was a moment of silence that stretched on. The meeting was over. Both women should be standing to leave, maybe sharing a joke or making small talk about something trivial.

Neither woman moved.

“So,” Helena said eventually, sitting forward, her eyes twinkling, a smile playing across her lips. “That’s the professional assessment.” She raised her eyebrows. “What about the personal one?”

Caitlin felt something shift inside her, that tilting of the room on its axis that she’d felt with Helena before when they moved from the work dynamic, Caitlin the dominant character, to something quite the opposite.

“The personal assessment,” Caitlin said quietly, “is that I’m going to miss you when you leave. A lot.”

Helena’s expression softened. “I’m going to miss you too.”

Caitlin smiled ruefully. “It’s… this has been absolutely insane. I can’t even begin to process what happened since Friday. I’m going to need a long time to work it out. But…” She sighed. “I’m not afraid to be honest that I wish you were around longer.”

“Can I give you some personal advice?” Helena asked.

“I’d appreciate that.”

“What we’ve been doing, it’s completely new to you. It isn’t to me, but it is to you. Every fibre of my being wants to say to you that when I fly on Friday isn’t the end of this, because I can feel a connection with you that’s rare, that’s precious. I really can. But…” Helena hesitated. “You have to work out for yourself what this has been. What this could be.”

“But…” Caitlin started but Helena held up her hand.

“Let me finish. This isn’t easy for me to say.” Helena took a deep breath. “It’s been amazing, you and me, truly amazing.” Caitlin nodded, and despite wanting to interrupt she didn’t dare, not trusting her voice. She wanted to reach her hand out to take Helena’s but knew she mustn’t, not where they could potentially be seen. “But you don’t know yet, you can’t know, whether it’s me, or whether it’s what I’ve shown you. Maybe it’s the realisation that women are the answer for you, the reason you’re lonely? Maybe another woman could do more for you than me, someone who’s your equal, or maybe an older woman? You owe it to yourself to explore that.”

Caitlin started to shake her head but realised that Helena was right. Maybe that was it… that a woman could give her the relationship that no man had been able to. Instead she took a deep breath, looking Helena in the eye and forcing herself to smile weakly.

“Or maybe,” Helena continued, “it’s something else… maybe you need someone to surrender to? Maybe you need, behind closed doors, to be someone’s submissive, to crawl and beg and obey?” Helena paused. “There are others who could give you that. You owe it to yourself to work it out.”

After a long few moments, Caitlin said, “Are you saying that nothing could happen with us?” She spoke carefully, terrified that the answer would be yes but appreciating the importance of asking.

Helena shook her head. “No.” Caitlin let out a breath that she hadn’t realised she’d been holding. “I’m saying that you owe it to yourself to work this out properly. Five thousand miles is a long way. Even further with this particular dynamic we have. If I lived in Houston, I’d be asking you what you’re doing this weekend. But I don’t. And I don’t think you’re moving to Sao Paolo any time soon.”

They looked at each other for another long moment.

Eventually Caitlin said, “I want to ask you something. And you can say no if you want, or if it’s too much or just not what fits with what you just said.”

Helena smiled. “You can ask me absolutely anything. Always.”

“I’d like to take you on a date. A real date. Tomorrow night, for your last night here.” Caitlin was uncharacteristically nervous, but then this was the first time she’d asked another woman out so maybe that was understandable. “Not as Dona and Gatinha. Not with that whole dynamic. Just Helena and Caitlin, two people who’ve surprised each other with how much they like each other and want to get to know each other better. Dinner somewhere nice. Just a…” She shrugged. “…a date.”

Helena’s face transformed, her smile radiant. “I would love that. I was hoping you’d ask.”

“Really?” Relief washed through Caitlin. “You’re sure?”

“I’m completely sure. I couldn’t ask because, well, how would either of us know that wasn’t just part of our dynamic. But I wanted to.” Helena’s smile turned mischievous. “So what did you have in mind for this date?”

“I was thinking somewhere really nice. Top end. Where we dress up and have an actual romantic dinner. No games, no commands, just us and see where the evening takes us.”

“That sounds perfect.” Helena leaned forward. “You’ll let me know where and when?”

“I know exactly the place if they have room.”

“It’s a date.” Helena stood, gathering together her things. “I should let you get back to work. But Caitlin?”

“Yes?”

“Thank you. For asking me properly. Until I leave is until I leave, I’m glad we can enjoy it. Then after… we’ll see.”

“Thank you for saying yes.”

Helena walked to the door, then turned back. “I feel like there’ll be some retail therapy for me after work tonight… tomorrow I’ll be the one in the dress you can’t stop staring at.” She paused. “Oh, and keep an eye on your phone later this afternoon.” Helena winked. “I’ve got a surprise for you…”

Caitlin just watched her go, sat at the meeting room table for a long few moments, processing what had just happened. She’d asked a woman… her subordinate but also her Dona… on a proper date. A date where it could well lead nowhere after that night, but a date. And Helena had said yes.


Chapter 7


A few minutes later, back at her desk, Caitlin had managed to wrangle a reservation at the most romantic and reassuringly expensive restaurant she knew… she’d been taken on a date their a year ago by a man who had really wanted to impress her, and while he’d gone the same way as the others in recent years the memory of the restaurant had remained. Elegant, classy, amazing food, fantastic service. It was perfect.

She messaged Helena:

Booked for tomorrow at 8pm. Dress smart. Shall we meet there? x

Caitlin had hesitated with the kiss at the end. She really wasn’t a kiss on a text message sort of woman, never had been, even with boyfriends when she was younger or with her closest friends. But for Helena… it felt right. It felt strange too, admittedly, but right.

She was just settling into some work when her phone buzzed. Helena.

Perfect. Just so we’re clear though, tomorrow is a proper date. But after dinner I’m still taking you home and reminding you exactly who you belong to. Can’t have you forgetting that before I leave on Friday xx

Caitlin shifted in her seat, felt heat flood through her… because God yes she wanted that too. She glanced over at Helena’s desk and saw that she was studiously ignoring Caitlin, to look at her there was not the slightest indication that she’d sent that message. I wouldn’t want to play poker with her, Caitlin thought with an inward smile.

She typed out a reply.

I would never forget Minha Dona. But I appreciate the reminder x

She glanced over again but, save for picking up her phone and reading then typing a message there was no obvious reaction.

Good, Gatinha. Very good xx

Caitlin read the reply and thought for a few moments… let’s see if I can get a reaction out of her, she thought, just a little fun. She started typing.

Tomorrow night I want to kneel and crawl naked for you. I want you to own me and make me your tame pet. I want you to make me obey. I want you to make me beg. I want you to leave me helpless crying out your name. I want you to tame me and make me a slave to your pleasure. I want everything x

She felt her own cheeks burning bright red as she sent it, a message so far from her usual style that it might as well have been from a different country. But, it was all true. As she’d typed it had flowed naturally because it was all completely true, every last word of it. She wanted that tomorrow night so badly it hurt.

Caitlin glanced up at Helena and saw Helena was looking at her, her own cheeks flushed, her eyes bright, trying but not quite managing to hide a mischievous grin. Caitlin flashed her a quick grin of her own then looked down again, pretending to focus on her work.

She didn’t have to wait long for Helena’s reply.

Oh you are so perfect, Gatinha, so wonderfully perfect. Keep an eye on your phone later xx

Caitlin set her phone to one side and tried to look at the document she’d been reviewing, but her concentration was gone… she was so excited about tomorrow night, and so curious as to why Helena was so keen on her keeping close to her phone that same day.

***

Caitlin got her answer at just after five.

4th floor supply room in five minutes. Don’t be late xx

Her heart rate quickened. Helena, alone, at work. She knew the room, tucked away round the back of a half empty floor. She tapped out a reply:

On my way x

Caitlin got the lift down from the higher floor that she worked on, mercifully not seeing anyone who wanted to talk, and emerged onto the fourth floor to find it deserted… she’d not realised but it was being refurbished and, presumably, anyone still assigned to it had fled to desks upstairs where they wouldn’t be disturbed by the noise of building work and decoration.

It felt a little spooky walking through the open plan office, heavy duty plastic sheets hanging down to contain dust and the shadows cast by the sun streaming in from one side of the building all strange as a consequence. She knew where she was going though and, once she got to the other end of the open plan area she walked down the corridor past meeting rooms and partner offices in various states of renovation to the supply room, and stopped outside the door.

She hesitated, wondering whether she should knock, then smiled at herself… she may be Helena’s in private, but here she was the woman on the fast track to partner and no, she was not going to knock to enter the supply room.

Instead, she turned the handle and opened it to see Helena stood against the shelves at the far end, stacks of notebooks and pens and all the hundred other items that kept the day-to-day of a large corporation going. She was looking at Caitlin with that same mischievous smile that had come out a lot in the past twenty four hours.

Caitlin closed the door behind her and stood facing Helena, maybe five metres separating them, and returned the smile.

In the end, Helena spoke first. “I needed a pen so…” She shrugged and grinned, and Caitlin couldn’t help but grin back.

“So you needed my help?”

“That’ll do…” Helena replied as she started to walk towards Caitlin. “Come here.”

In seconds they were all over each other, lips on lips, bodies on bodies, desperate desire for each other obvious.

“You came,” Helena murmured against her lips.

“Of course I came,” Caitlin managed to say. “You told me to.”

“So obedient.” Helena’s hands slid under Caitlin’s suit jacket, around her waist. “Even when it’s risky. Even when you probably should have said no.”

“Should I have said no?”

“Probably.” Helena smiled. “But I’m very glad you didn’t.”

She kissed Caitlin again, deeper this time, one hand in Caitlin’s hair while the other slipped down her side. Caitlin melted into it, all thoughts of risk and professionalism vanishing under Helena’s touch.

Helena’s hand slid lower, over Caitlin’s hip, down to the hem of her skirt.

“We can’t,” Caitlin breathed, even as her body told her that she wanted exactly the opposite.

When they broke for air a minute or two later, Helena said, “Wait,” and went to the door, locking it from the inside. “Just in case.”

She came back to Caitlin and took both her hands. “I couldn’t wait until tomorrow night. Not with me leaving on Friday. And I know you’re busy later with your friend, and I know you’re at a client site all day tomorrow.” She paused and looked at Caitlin innocently. “Would you like to play, Gatinha? Just for a few minutes? Just for me?”

Caitlin looked at Helena, torn between her instinct to be the consummate professional that she always was at work and her desperate desire, no, need to obey her Dona. Even kissing Helena just now had gone beyond anything she’d ever done at work. The town hall the other day had just been some fun. Now, though…

“Yes, Minha Dona.” It turned out her mouth wasn’t going to give her mind the time to overthink it.

Helena nodded slowly. “Ajoelhe-se.”

Caitlin sunk to her knees in front of Helena, her eyes locked on Helena’s the whole time who watched her with barely concealed delight. “Well done,” Helena said. “My perfectly tame Gatinha.” She walked around Caitlin, her hand trailing across Caitlin’s shoulder, until she was stood behind her, resting both her hands on her shoulders. “We don’t have long, I’m sure, but long enough.”

“What would you like, Minha Dona?” A thought occurred to her of burying her head between Helena’s legs, having that intoxicating feeling of feeling Helena climax around her… she could handle that.

Helena had other ideas though. “Do you remember this morning, when I told you what to wear Gatinha?”

“Yes, Minha Dona.”

“What did I tell you to wear under your dress?”

“Nothing, Minha Dona.”

“Nothing, that’s right.” Helena paused. “Have you obeyed me all day?”

“Yes, Minha Dona.”

Helena walked back around to the front, standing in front of Caitlin. “Prove it.” She had a wicked smile on her face. “Stand and come over to the wall.”

Caitlin obeyed immediately, of course she did… this was Helena and they were playing their game. Caitlin couldn’t say no, wouldn’t let herself say no. She wanted to please her Dona.

“Lean with your hands against the wall… yes, that’s perfect, Gatinha. Legs apart.”

Caitlin stood as she’d been told, a thrill of anticipation running through her, heightened by the situation. Helena had chosen well, something with the risk of being caught, yes, but a remote risk. A risk she could rationalise as worth taking.

Helena came and stood behind her. “Keep your hands and your feet exactly where they are,” she said quietly, her lips close to Caitlin’s ear, her hands on Caitlin’s hips. “This check shouldn’t take long…” She gave Caitlin’s ear a playful nip that sent a delightful shiver running through her body.

She forced herself not to move as Helena’s hands started to roam her body over her dress, moving from her hips and round to the front. Slowly, teasingly, the hands moved up until they were on Caitlin’s chest and started to gently knead her breasts. The feel of the fabric against her nipples as Helena moved was exquisite, a sensation that was so incongruous with being in the work place that it made it all the hotter.

When Helena’s lips found Caitlin’s neck she couldn’t help letting out a moan, her senses on fire. The effect that Helena had on her was unlike any person she’d ever met… all Helena had to do was smile at her and she was absolute putty in her hands.

“Ssshhh Gatinha. You don’t want to be caught…”

Caitlin stifled another moan, triggered by the mix of Helena’s hands, her lips, and her words.

“Ok, I’m happy that you’re not wearing a bra.” She gave a gentle pinch with her thumb and forefinger on one of Caitlin’s nipples through the dress while her other hand slipped lower, down to the hem of the dress. “Now for the other check.”

Helena’s hand lifted the hem, sliding up Caitlin’s bare leg teasingly, and when she got close to Caitlin’s centre she didn’t stop, touching her. Caitlin gasped as Helena whispered, “Oh you naughty woman, coming to work with no underwear. So bad. But so good, my obedient Gatinha.”

Her fingers started to play, driving Caitlin absolutely wild, her other hand still on her chest, her lips still on her neck, and Caitlin was in heaven. She’d not even realised how aroused she was, but the evidence was plain to see… she was Helena’s entirely.

Suddenly, out of nowhere, she felt herself clench around Helena, felt a wave of pleasure roll through her deliciously, and she was climaxing… fast, hard, Helena’s touch so skilled that even climaxing like that Helena somehow elevated it to something transcendental.

She knew that she wasn’t being silent, but she tried her best not to cry out. Helena helped her, moving the hand from her chest to her mouth, and Caitlin ended up moaning into Helena’s palm as the orgasm hit.

When she’d come down from the heights Helena pulled her hands away and straightened the hem of Caitlin’s dress.

“You passed the check,” she teased. “Game over. You can stand up now.”

Caitlin stood up and turned to see Helena with a broad grin on her face. “You’re something else…” Caitlin said breathlessly.

“So are you,” Helena replied. “I’m going to leave now, you wait two minutes then leave too just in case.” She leaned forward and kissed Caitlin lightly on the cheek. “I’m looking forward to tomorrow night. Enjoy your evening with your friend later.”

And with that Helena was out of the door and gone, leaving Caitlin desperately trying to regain her equilibrium and, just as importantly, trying to wipe the tired smile off her face.

Why couldn’t more work days include that?


Chapter 8


Caitlin worked until just gone seven that evening... at least she told herself it was work, but really she was simply going through the motions, too excited to focus on anything deep thanks to a combination of the date tomorrow and Helena's games a little earlier.

She had just enough time to head home and quickly get changed out of her work clothes, put on some underwear (she didn't think that Helena's instruction extended to the evening, and she wasn't planning to check with her), casual dark jeans and a blue sweater, touch up her makeup. Emma was an old, old friend so it didn't remotely matter what she looked like but still, it was good to be presentable. When it came to the necklace she hesitated, not sure whether she should or shouldn't wear what was rapidly growing to become a secret symbol of her and Helena's dynamic. Was she ready for that?

She veered between wearing it and not, and then she had a moment of clarity... the question wasn't whether she should wear it or not. The question was did she want to wear it or not?

And, when put that way, the answer was a resounding yes. Absolutely she did.

As she left her house again her phone buzzed, Emma rather than Helena for a change that day.

Running five mins late. Babysitter! See you soon

Caitlin smiled at that. Emma was the same age but had a two-year-old child at home and her life seemed to be ruled by childcare arrangements. Intellectually Caitlin understood, of course... it wasn't like she could leave a two-year-old unattended. Emotionally less so... Caitlin wasn't sure that kids were her thing. She enjoyed playing with friends' children, but she enjoyed even more handing them back afterwards.

Still, it was par for the course amongst her friends who'd had kids, and Caitlin really didn't mind.

No problem, I'll keep our table warm

The restaurant was within walking distance and, actually, Emma running late gave her the time to walk in the warm evening air rather than drive. It was a pleasant temperature, a little warm with a sweater on that had been intended for air conditioning but nothing crazy, certainly by Houston standards.

She got to the restaurant five minutes later, a trendy new place that Emma had been really keen to try, and was shown to a table by the window. She ordered a glass of wine and settled in to people watch, setting her phone to do not disturb... much as she wanted to hear from Helena, she owed it to Emma to be fully present. Or at the very least to try to be, possibly not that easy considering that Caitlin could still vividly remember Helena's touch on her, the reaction of her body, the ability that Helena had to make her feel things that no one else had managed to before. She'd try.

Emma arrived ten minutes later in a whirlwind of apologies and happiness, pulling Caitlin into a hug before sliding into the seat opposite her.

"I'm so sorry, the 610 was a nightmare." She flagged down a waiter and asked for the same wine that Caitlin was drinking before turning her full attention back to her. "I need this. Tommy bit another kid at childcare today. The other mom was so good about it but I'm so embarrassed..."

They fell into an easy conversation, catching up on the past couple of months since they'd last seen each other. Emma had some gossip to share about her job at a marketing firm, about her husband who, it seemed, took a fairly traditional stance on the father helping out with childcare, about her sister's upcoming wedding and a drama around bridesmaid dresses.

Caitlin listened, laughed at the right moments, asked questions, but she felt distracted, her mind wandering back to Helena despite her best efforts to stay present.

"Ok," Emma said eventually, setting down the drinks menu that she'd been studying and fixing Caitlin with a knowing look, the sort of look that only someone who has known you since forever can give you. "What's going on with you?"

"What do you mean?"

"You're doing that thing where you're here but not quite... you know everything going on in my life now and I'm still oblivious to what's going on in yours, and you and me both know that's not just because I've sat down and talked about me!" She paused to take a drink of her wine. "You keep touching that necklace... which is beautiful by the way, is it new? And you've got this look on your face."

"What look?"

"Like you're thinking about something. But it doesn't feel like work. You're not being work you." Emma's eyes widened. "Oh my God. You're thinking about someone. There's someone. You met someone."

Caitlin felt herself blush. "Maybe."

"Maybe? Caitlin, you're blushing. And you never blush. Tell me everything. Immediately."

"There's not much to tell," Caitlin replied hesitantly, even as she found herself suddenly desperately wanting to share everything with one of her oldest friends. "It's new. Really new. Like, less than a week new."

"And?"

"And it's... good. Really good. But also complicated."

"Complicated how? Is he married?"

"Not married. Just... work-related. We work together."

Emma's eyebrows rose. "Ooohh… office romance. Risky. But also super-hot. What's his name? Have I met him?"

Caitlin hesitated, then decided to be truthful without being completely truthful. "You don't know them. They're only here temporarily. For a project."

"Them?" Emma caught the pronoun immediately, her eyes widening. She lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper and leaned forward. "Wait. Are we talking about a woman? Caitlin, are you dating a woman?"

"I... maybe? Yes. Kind of."

Emma's face broke into a huge grin. "Oh my God! This is amazing! There I was telling you about my boring life and you had this... how did I not know you were into women?"

"I'm not. I mean I wasn't." Caitlin paused. "I mean I don't even know if I am. Maybe just this one...?"

"Maybe just this one is special," Emma finished for her. "Wow. Ok. Tell me about her. What's she like?"

Caitlin found herself smiling despite her intention to keep this quiet. It felt good to talk to someone about Helena. "She's... incredible. Smart. Confident. Beautiful. She's from Sao Paolo, here on temporary assignment. She just... she sees me, you know? Really sees me. Not just work me or social me, but all of me."

"You're positively glowing," Emma said, her voice gentle. Caitlin could tell that Emma was genuinely happy for her. "I haven't seen you like this in... forever? Certainly not since before college? She must be pretty special."

"She is." Caitlin touched the necklace again. "She gave me this. It... I guess it means something. But it's crazy, this only happened last Friday."

"I can tell the necklace is special." Emma reached across the table and squeezed Caitlin's hand. "I'm happy for you. Really happy. You deserve someone who sees you, you have for a long time."

"Thanks. Though... I don't know what's going to happen. She goes home to Sao Paolo on Friday and..." Caitlin shrugged. "It's ambiguous. I think she likes me the same, but she's got more experience of women and she's told me I owe it to myself to work out what this really is."

Emma was nodding. "This Friday? That sucks."

"Yeah."

"Shit. That's... ok, that's complicated. Long distance?"

Caitlin sighed. "I don't know. I think... I've got a date with her tomorrow night. And then... it's ambiguous." Caitlin took a sip of her wine. "I think, understandably, she doesn't want to fall into a long distance relationship when it's my first time dating a woman. I guess, she doesn't want to be my experiment. I can understand that. But the door is firmly open, we're just taking it one day at a time."

"Well, that's terrifying and romantic in equal measure." Emma looked at her for a moment. "How are you feeling about it?"

"Honestly? I'm trying not to think too hard about it. Because if I do, I start to panic. About what it means, about what I want, about whether it is just my experiment or something more."

"But you like her."

"I really like her," Caitlin agreed. "More than I probably should after less than a week."

"Caitlin... the heart doesn't care about timelines," Emma said. "Sometimes you just know, you know?"

Their food arrived then and, gradually, they shifted to lighter topics. As they ate, though, Caitlin found herself drifting again. To Helena. To their date tomorrow. To Friday when she'd leave.

"Your mind keeps wandering," Emma said as they waited for dessert, a sympathetic smile on her face. "Thinking about her?"

"Yeah, sorry. I'm trying my best to be present but..." Caitlin shrugged.

"Don't apologise. It's actually really sweet. You deserve to be this happy. You've spent so long focused on work and promotion and being perfect. It's nice to see you falling for someone for once. Being human."

"I'm always human!"

"You know what I mean. Vulnerable. Open. Letting yourself feel things." Emma smiled. "It suits you."

After dinner they hugged goodbye next to Emma's car, Emma making Caitlin solemnly promise to keep her updated on how things developed. Caitlin walked home feeling lighter somehow, grateful for Emma's friendship and, despite the distance that had grown between Caitlin and many of her friends who'd started families, grateful to be able to talk to Emma about it still even if she couldn't quite share all the details.

Home was quiet. It felt empty without Helena's presence. She walked through to her bedroom, glancing through to her home gym, remembering some of what they'd got up to in there just twenty four hours ago. It felt special, truly special.

Once she'd got ready for bed, settled under her covers, pillow propped up, book open and cup of herbal tea cooling next to the bed, Caitlin picked up her phone. Before she could stop herself she tapped out a message to Helena.

How was your evening? x

Helena was quick to respond, which Caitlin appreciated. She never liked it when someone played games deliberately taking their time to reply.

Good thanks, went for drinks with some of the team xx

A few moments then a second message.

They didn't end up like last Friday's drinks! Went clothes shopping after, I've bought a dress to die for for tomorrow. How was Emma? xx

Caitlin smiled at that... not that she'd thought Helena made a habit of tying up her drinking buddies after an evening out, but good to have confirmation.

Emma was good, nice to see her. Can I see a photo of the dress? x

There was a pause while she could see Helena typing.

No. But I'll send you a photo of something else xx

Caitlin waited a few moments, then a photo popped up and she nearly dropped her phone... it was a selfie that Helena had taken in the mirror of her hotel room, the very same mirror that Caitlin had watched herself in on Sunday evening, and she had not a stitch of clothing on her. She looked incredible.

That's yours to keep, Gatinha. Sweet dreams xx

Oh God, thought Caitlin, I want her so much. More than she'd ever desired any person ever, it wasn't just her beauty, though that was considerable, or her intelligence, which was high, or her dominance, which was exciting... it was everything. It was simply her.

She had an idea and climbed out from under the covers, quickly slipping off the nightdress that she was wearing and letting it drop to the floor. Caitlin didn't do sharing nudes, she figured it was generally a terrible idea and asking for trouble, but tonight she was going to make an exception. She walked over to her floor to ceiling mirror and knelt down in front of it, holding up her phone and taking her own selfie... one that, when she checked it, left nothing to the imagination.

Before she could stop herself she hit send, then added:

Sweet dreams too Minha Dona x

The reply was nearly instant.

Oh you are too perfect xx

Caitlin thought for a moment, then left the nightdress where she'd put it. Sleeping nude after that exchange just felt right, it felt in keeping with their dynamic.

She switched off the light and was asleep in moments, thinking excited thoughts about the date tomorrow night and what it might bring.


Chapter 9


Nerves.

Not something Caitlin was particularly used to, but she was feeling them again tonight. Maybe heading straight home from the client site earlier had been unwise, giving her more time to think about tonight’s date, more time to worry about it going as well as she hoped, and it also meant that she hadn’t seen Helena at all yet today, building her up in Caitlin’s mind as she became the focal point of Caitlin’s entire day. But hindsight is a wonderful thing, and at least she’d had the chance to exercise out some of her nerves in her home gym while she waited.

She took a final look at herself in the mirror… everything looked good as far as she could tell. The dress had taken some choosing but the one she’d settled on was perfect, navy blue, knee length, simply but beautifully cut, it hugged her figure everywhere that mattered. Beneath, her favourite set of lingerie, electric blue, a surprise for Helena later and one that she hoped Helena would appreciate.

Her hair styled properly, the first time Helena would have seen it that way, smooth and sleek, worn down but swept to one side. Not casual like she normally wore it down, not the ponytail she typically wore to work, this was date hair, a style that invited you to want to touch it, to… and here she felt her breath catch… to run your fingers through it and grab hold of it.

Makeup was more than she’d normally wear but still subtle. Foundation to even out her skin tone. A touch of blush to add warmth. Eyeshadow in soft browns and golds that made her eyes look brighter. Mascara to darken her lashes. And lipstick… she debated for a long time before choosing a deep rose colour that complemented the navy dress.

Jewellery she kept simple, some diamond stud earrings, a favourite bracelet and, of course, the necklace, worn visible on top of the dress.

All she needed now was her heels, the three inch ones that made her legs look amazing, and she’d be completely ready.

Caitlin took a deep breath. Relax, she told herself, this is someone you like.

But always in her mind was that this was something more than just a date. This was with a woman she was falling for hard, no, had fallen for hard already, and she desperately wanted it to go well.

Her phone pinged with an alert to tell her that her Uber was a couple of minutes away. She took another deep breath.

Time to go.

***

Caitlin arrived at the restaurant, tucked away down a side street in an affluent neighbourhood, before Helena and settled herself at a table in the bar, ordering two caipirinhas in Helena’s honour.

There was a nice buzz to the place, full of couples out for dinner with the odd small group of business people mixed among them. The vibes were firmly date night vibes, a romantic atmosphere, and the service was both impeccable and discreet.

Just after the drinks arrived she glanced up to see Helena come through the door and her breath was taken away… Caitlin hadn’t thought she could find Helena more attractive than she already did, but she looked incredible, wearing a dark red silk slip minidress, knee high black leather boots, and save for some jewellery not a lot else. Her legs, her glorious olive skinned legs, went on for what looked like miles, and the thin straps of the dress over her shoulders didn’t leave much to the imagination.

Caitlin started to stand and, when Helena spotted her, the radiant smile that spread across her face made Caitlin melt inside… I need this in my life, she thought, deep down I need someone who is that pleased to see me. She returned the smile as Helena walked over, and out of the corner of her eye she noticed several men and at least one woman watching her go past.

Helena gave her a welcome hug, a kiss on the cheek that lingered for a few moments, then they stood looking at each other.

“Wow,” Helena said first. “You look amazing.” She looked at Caitlin’s hair. “I love what you’ve done with it. And the make-up. And… wow.”

Caitlin grinned shyly. “Wow yourself… that dress looks incredible on you. You promised something special and that’s… stunning.”

Helena grinned back. “It’s a special night,” she replied. She glanced down at the table. “Shall we sit?”

“Absolutely,” Caitlin said, sitting down herself. “I got your national drink. Made just the way you like it,” she teased.

Helena laughed at that. “I never told you how I liked it, did I?”

“You didn’t, no. But I figure you like me making some of my own decisions.”

Helena took a drink of it and made an approving noise. “I absolutely do. So, have you been here long?”

“Not long at all…”

And with that the nerves were gone, replaced by a pure and simple joy that Caitlin hadn’t felt in a long, long time… the simple joy of knowing that she was about to spend the evening with this wonderful woman.


Chapter 10


The restaurant itself was everything Caitlin had remembered and hoped it would be.

The maître d’ led them through the modern elegant dining room to a corner table that gave them both intimacy and a view of the rest of the restaurant. Soft lighting created a golden glow over white tablecloths and polished silverware, and the acoustics were perfect, the murmur of conversation loud enough to remind them that they were not the only diners while low enough that they could be comfortable that they wouldn’t be overheard. It was sophisticated without being stuffy. Perfect.

“This is beautiful,” Helena said as they settled into their seats, looking round in appreciation.

“I’m glad you like it.” Caitlin took her menu from the waiter. “I wanted somewhere special.”

“Mission accomplished.”

The waiter returned with water and the wine list, giving them both a moment to settle in. Caitlin watched Helena read the menu, taking in the small details… the way she tucked her hair behind her ear as she looked down, the slight smile on her lips as she read the descriptions, the way her neck met her shoulders with just a thin dress strap in the way and nothing else.

She was so, so beautiful. And she was here. With Caitlin. On a date.

“See anything you like?” Helena teased, looking up and catching Caitlin staring.

“Very much…” Caitlin replied, not bothering to hide that she’d been looking at Helena.

Helena grinned. “Smooth. But you should probably also look at the actual menu.”

“Right. Food. I nearly forgot,” Caitlin replied, returning the grin.

They ordered and agreed to share a bottle of wine, a pinot noir that the sommelier recommended.

Once that was done Caitlin suddenly found that she was nervous again. What on earth did you talk about on a first proper date with someone who’d already seen you at your most vulnerable? Who knew your most secret desires and the version of you that nobody else on the whole planet had any idea about?

“So,” Helena said, breaking the silence. “Tell me something I don’t yet know about you. Anything.”

Caitlin thought about it. “Like what?”

“Anything. Your childhood dreams. Your biggest fear. Your most embarrassing moment. Whatever you want to share.” She paused. “So that I can know you better.”

Caitlin took a sip of her water, thinking. “Ok. This might shine more of a light on my personality.” She smiled as she remembered. “When I was eight I ran away to join the air force. I was completely serious about it. I even packed a bag and made it as far as the security gate of the air base we lived near at the time. Cycled two miles on my own.”

Helena laughed, delighted. “The air force? Really?”

“I’d seen a show on TV about fighter pilots. Female fighter pilots specifically, following their training. They were awesome… complete self-confidence, took no shit from the men, and flying fast looked so impossibly cool. Plus I’d get to see the world.” Caitlin smiled at the memory. “My parents were less than thrilled to get a call from the military police.”

“What happened?”

“Grounded for a week, of course. But my dad sat me down and explained very seriously why becoming a fighter pilot at the age of eight was not a practical goal. He was very patient about it, actually, to his immense credit. Didn’t make me feel stupid for wanting it. Just helped me understand why maybe I should finish elementary school first.”

“And did you?”

“Finish elementary school? Yes. Become a fighter pilot? Clearly not.” Caitlin grinned. “My eyesight isn’t good enough. Though I sometimes wonder what that version of my life would have looked like. Very different.”

“I think you would have been magnificent,” Helena said. “You’re good at everything you try. I bet you would have been an excellent fighter pilot.”

“Or I’d have crashed a plane trying to prove that I was the most amazing pilot ever…” Caitlin leaned forward. “Your turn. How about you tell me something that you want me to know about you. Something important.”

Helena thought for a moment. “When I was sixteen, I came out to my parents as bisexual. It was… not the easiest conversation. My parents are from old money, very traditional, very conservative. So it wasn’t something that they expected or wanted.”

“What triggered you telling them?”

Helena smiled sheepishly. “My mother walked in on me in bed with a woman I'd met at a party… it wasn’t really avoidable after that.”

“Ouch.”

“Yeah, ouch. In many ways they were relieved that I was bisexual… being lesbian would have been a lot more challenging for them. Bisexual they could tell themselves that it was just a phase.”

“And are you? Bisexual I mean?”

Helena nodded. “I am. As, I suspect, you are…”

“Whatever gives you that idea?” Caitlin teased with a grin. After a moment she asked, “How did they handle it? Your parents I mean?”

“Honestly, better than I feared, not as well as I’d hoped. There was a period of a few months where things were tense. Lots of cautious conversations. Lots of them working through their feelings. But they came around. Now they ask about my dating life the same way they ask my sisters about theirs. It’s just normal.”

“That must have been hard, though. That period of uncertainty.”

“It was,” Helena admitted. “But it taught me something important. That the people who really love you will do the work. Will push through their discomfort to accept you as you are. And the ones who won’t… well, they’re showing you who they are too.”

Their appetisers arrived, almost impossibly elegant and delicate. Caitlin had gone for oysters while Helena had ordered a marinated zucchini dish decorated with edible flowers.

“Want to try some?” Helena offered, gesturing to her plate.

“I’ll swap a bite for an oyster.”

“Deal.”

They swapped plates briefly and Caitlin savoured the unlikely combination from Helena’s plate, the sharp bite of the dressing contrasting perfectly with the flesh of the zucchini.

“Ok, that’s objectively incredible,” she admitted. “I could not make that at home.”

“So is this,” Helena replied, eating one of the oysters with about as much style as Caitlin had ever seen someone manage. “You chose well.”

Their conversation was easy as they ate, all hint of Caitlin’s earlier nerves long since disappeared. Helena asked about Caitlin’s time at college and Caitlin found herself telling stories that she hadn’t thought about in years… late night study sessions, terrible food, the debate team where she’d discovered a love of arguing either side of an argument.

Caitlin asked about São Paulo, and Helena painted a vivid picture of the city… the energy, the chaos and the beauty that went hand in hand. She talked about her favourite bars and restaurants, where she went to relax, the friends who made up what sounded like an extended family.

By the time their main courses arrived Caitlin felt like she was finally understanding Helena beyond the flirtation of the last week. This was the woman beneath the dominance… thoughtful, funny, sometimes vulnerable, always deeply intelligent.

“Can I ask you something?” Caitlin said as she cut into her fish.

“Of course.”

“When did you know? I mean about what you wanted… the whole dominant thing? If that’s not too personal a question.”

Helena put down her fork, considering the question. “Not at all. University, I think. I’d always been… assertive, I guess. Confident. Used to being in control. And I had a girlfriend who was similar. Very type A, very driven. It’s what attracted us to each other, we each saw something of ourselves in the other. We often butted heads but,” she smiled fondly, “when it was us against anyone else, God help them!”

“That sounds both exhausting and exhilarating.”

“Precisely. It started to become a power game between us. We’d argue about everything… where to eat, which bar to go to, which friends to see, whose place to stay at. Stupid things, looking back. But it was really about who would win, who would give in first.” Helena paused, a little smile playing across her lips. “One night we were arguing about something ridiculous, just the two of us at her place, and she just… I guess she just decided that she wanted to assert her dominance. She told me she was tired of my need to control everything, pushed me down on the bed and, well, took control.”

Caitlin was watching Helena closely and could tell that the memory was affecting her deeply… her eyes were bright, her cheeks and neck getting flushed. This wasn’t a bad memory for Helena, it was a very good one. Caitlin wanted to know more. “And?” she asked, fascinated.

“And, I can remember it like it was yesterday.” Helena smiled again. “She held my wrists above my head, she leaned over me… God, Caitlin, it was so intense, so unbelievably intense.” Caitlin nodded, and Helena continued. “I tried to make a show of resisting, but something inside me snapped at that moment and I knew I wanted it, even though I’d never even considered that sort of dynamic before. She paused to check I was ok, and when I nodded, well…” She grinned and was blushing heavily by now. “Neither of us knew what we were doing but it turned out we both had pretty good imaginations.”

“Wow,” Caitlin replied. “That’s hot. How long did you and her last?”

“About three months after that. For those three months she was the dominant, I was the submissive. It couldn’t last though, it wasn’t us… as in I mean the way we were together changed after that night, and I suppose it became less fun. We did what she wanted, and I think she missed the challenge and I missed the agency.” Helena shrugged. “We didn’t know what we were doing, so we got it wrong.”

Caitlin looked at Helena for a long moment, thinking it through. She was more than a little surprised to discover that Helena, this magnificently dominant lover, had once been on the other side of it. It was as if someone had just pulled back the curtain and shown Caitlin the full view of Helena that had been concealed until now.

“You stuck with the dynamic though?”

Helena nodded. “Yes, but I found that I preferred being dominant to being submissive. That first experience was incredible, don’t get me wrong, and I still enjoy switching occasionally for the right person, but I lean heavily towards dominance. I’m good at it, and I love the responsibility, the trust, the care that goes into doing it right. The way it feels to have someone surrender to me completely when it’s in such contrast to the persona they present to the world.” She grinned. “Like you.”

Caitlin blushed. “Why specifically like me?”

“Because something I learned with Alessandra, that was the girlfriend at university, I feel like it’s only fair to call her by name, I learned with her that to surrender completely the submissive needs to be strong. Needs to have the inner strength to understand instinctively that their submission is a gift they are giving to their dominant, a gift that they are giving freely and a gift that they can take back whenever they need.” She hesitated as she looked Caitlin in the eye. “Understands that they are the one in control really, that me as the dominant is serving them, not the other way around.”

The room was tilting on its axis again and Caitlin didn’t know which direction it was moving in. The idea that she, as Helena’s submissive, was the one in control was startling but, she realised, something that she’d known instinctively deep down. Caitlin liked the idea, liked it a lot, that it was her very strength in the rest of her life that allowed her to be so submissive in private. It made the submission an authentic part of her whole self, not some alter ego that came out to play sometimes.

Caitlin felt her cheeks redden. “You’re very good at it.”

“I know,” Helena said with a small, confident smile. “But I want you to understand… this really isn’t about me always needing to be in control. If the right person wanted to dominate me, if the chemistry was there, I could surrender. I would surrender. I have before. It’s just rarer for me. Less often what I crave.”

“Have you? Since Alessandra?”

“A few times. A couple of women, there was one at business school that was fun while it lasted. There was a guy I was dating until a few months ago, a friend of a friend, who it turned out was very dominant, but not in that scary way that some guys can be like, caring but dominant. It was intense but we couldn’t quite figure out how to balance our normal lives with our private dynamic… he couldn’t get used to us being equal when we weren’t playing, it was bleeding into how we interacted.” Helena hesitated. “I think you and I have a healthier dynamic going so far.”

“It feels like that, I think. This feels very equal. And I guess it helps that at work our roles are reversed.”

“Exactly, that certainly helps.” Helena reached out and took Caitlin’s hand, just briefly but her touch was electric. “I’m glad you asked me out. This is perfect.” She smiled. “You’re perfect.”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” Caitlin teased, feeling herself blushing again.

Helena smiled and the conversation moved on as they ate their main courses, swapping tastes of their food. There were moments of silence mixed in with the conversation, but comfortable moments, the silence of two people who didn’t feel the need to fill every moment with conversation.

When the waiter came to clear their plates and offer the dessert menu, Helena smiled. “Want to share something?”

“Always.”

They ordered the chocolate soufflé to share along with two glasses of dessert wine.

“I’ve been thinking about what you said yesterday. About how I need to work this out for myself,” Caitlin said after a few moments. “And I will. You’re right, what’s happened between us has been so far outside of my experience that I need to understand it.”

Helena smiled kindly. “You owe it to yourself.”

“I want to check though, if I do that and it confirms what I suspect…” Caitlin took a deep breath. “That there’s something special here. You’ll be open to that?”

Helena reached across and took her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “I would like nothing more. Long distance is hard, but it would be worth it. If you want it, I want it.” She paused. “And if you realise that it’s something else that you want, then that’s fine too. I’d be disappointed, yes, but if you’re happy then I’m happy.”

“How do we leave things when you fly home tomorrow?”

“I think… let’s keep our distance to start with. Keep in touch, of course, but I need to give you your space for you to work it out properly. And when you’re ready, if you’re ready, you tell me.”

“What if you meet someone else in that time?”

“I’ll make you a promise, right here. I’m asking you to work out what you want, that’s a lot to ask. The least I can do is to promise not to start something else serious while you’re doing that. If you promise me that you’ll tell me if you realise that you want something different…” She laughed. “Though it would be one hell of a power play for you to leave me waiting hopefully by the phone five thousand miles away.”

Caitlin grinned. “Luckily that’s not my style… it sounds odd, but it’s also sensible.” She thought for a second. “And assuming we do end up trying something long distance, we can make it work. We could get ourselves on the same projects, we could use annual leave, there’s plenty we could do.”

“Exactly. Where there’s a will there’s a way. Now… let’s not think about me leaving tomorrow any more tonight. Tonight is about me having somehow scored a date with the hottest, cleverest, most entertaining woman I’ve met in a long, long time. I want to make the most of that. Don’t you?”

“Absolutely.”

The soufflé arrived, steam rising dramatically from the middle where the waiter had just poured warm chocolate sauce. They each took a spoon and dug in, the dessert absolute perfection.

“God, that’s almost too good,” Caitlin said, savouring a mouthful.

“Almost as good as you,” Helena teased, flashing a wicked smile.

“Are you flirting with me?”

“Absolutely. Is it working?”

“Very much so.”

They finished the dessert slowly, neither wanting to rush, both enjoying spending this time getting to know each other.

Finally it was time to get the check.

“I asked you out, I pay,” Caitlin said and, despite briefly arguing, Helena acquiesced.

When they walked outside, Helena took Caitlin’s hand in hers and leaned in to whisper, “Your place or mine?”

“That’s very presumptuous,” Caitlin joked. “I wouldn’t normally put out on a first date.”

“This date isn’t normal, so that solves that problem.” Caitlin felt Helena’s hand move to her waist. “Your place, I think. It offers more possibilities for me to play with my Gatinha.”

Excitement flooded through Caitlin at that name… it just did something to her that nothing else had done before. Climbing into the Uber, Helena’s hand resting possessively on her leg, Caitlin couldn’t wait for the rest of the night to begin.


Chapter 11


As the Uber neared Caitlin’s street, an idea occurred to her.

“Can I clarify something?” she asked, too quietly for the driver to hear.

“Something wrong?” Helena looked slightly alarmed.

“Not in the slightest. The game… it starts the moment we’re through my door, right? Until then we’re just Caitlin and Helena from dinner?”

Helena looked at her for a moment, clearly trying to work out where this was going. “That’s right. When we get inside I’m your Dona and you’re going to kneel and crawl and be the tame, obedient Gatinha you need to be. Got it?”

Caitlin grinned and Helena looked mystified. “Completely.”

The car pulled up and they got out, Caitlin taking Helena’s hand as they walked up her front path. It was a warm night still and, when Caitlin glanced over at Helena, she was still stunned by how beautiful she was in the moonlight… the minidress that left very little to the imagination, those legs, her face, her hair… everything.

“Not the front door,” Caitlin said as Helena started to head that way. “I need to get the spare key that’s round the back.” She led her round to the gate on the right of the house, unlocking the bolt and opening it. Beyond was darkness and then Caitlin’s garden, faintly lit by the lights from her neighbours’ gardens. “This way.”

Caitlin went first and Helena followed, whispering, “This is exciting, an adventure…”

Caitlin turned and grinned then, when they got round the back, she stopped and turned to face Helena. “You know, I’m not quite ready for our date as equals to end.”

Helena watched her, and Caitlin could see that she was thinking… she’d expected them to be through the front door and Caitlin to be on her knees by now, not this.

The sounds of a warm, suburban Houston evening were all around them. Voices laughing from a couple of houses over, the smell of BBQ smoke on the air, insects calling to each other in the trees which rustled quietly with the faint breeze that stirred the air.

That was all background though, because right then it was just the two of them focused entirely, exclusively on one another.

“What did you have in mind?” Helena asked eventually, a curious smile playing around the edges of her mouth.

“This,” Caitlin replied and she stepped forward, pushing Helena back against the wall and pressing her lips hungrily against Helena’s. The suddenness of it drew a gasp from Helena before she was returning the kiss, her hands reaching for Caitlin’s back.

Caitlin’s hand slid down Helena’s body, the silk smooth beneath her fingertips, finding the hem of her dress and moving beneath it. Helena gasped again as Caitlin’s fingers traced a path along her inner thigh, close to her centre but not quite there, not yet.

When Helena’s hand started to mirror Caitlin’s movements Caitlin broke the kiss for just long enough to whisper, “No. Not this time.” Helena’s eyes were wide but she obeyed… Helena obeying me, Caitlin thought… and she nodded, her expression filled with desire.

Caitlin turned Helena around to face the wall, gently but firmly. She took each of Helena’s wrists and guided them upwards, placing them against the wall above her head, wrists crossed. Caitlin’s left hand took hold of the wrists, holding them firmly in place.

“Stay just like that,” Caitlin said quietly into Helena’s ear. “And be quiet… we wouldn’t want to embarrass my neighbours, would we?”

Her right hand started to explore again, sliding over the silk on Helena’s hip and then inside the lace thong she was wearing from behind, fingers sliding down to find Helena already wet and ready, slipping inside her easily. Helena moaned softly as Caitlin slid into her, her back arching slightly as she widened her stance to give Caitlin better access.

Caitlin’s lips found the spot on Helena’s neck that she knew she liked, kissing then lightly grazing with her teeth, all while her fingers played with Helena, finding a rhythm that made Helena’s breath catch and caused her to press back against Caitlin’s hand.

“Inside the house I’ll be your obedient Gatinha,” Caitlin whispered. “Out here though, right now, you’re mine. You’ll be my tame little kitten, won’t you?” Helena nodded her head, a quiet moan coming from her mouth. “Good… because I want to show you that I understand.” She kissed Helena’s neck, felt Helena straining against her. “That my submission is a gift freely given to you, not a weakness but a strength.”

Helena nodded again. “Exactly right,” she whispered, before her words dissolved into another gasp when Caitlin kissed down along her shoulder. She tried to say something more but couldn’t, Caitlin’s fingers quickening their pace. Helena’s wrists strained against Caitlin’s grip, not in resistance but in reaction to the pleasure that was building throughout her body.

“It’s alright,” Caitlin whispered. “I’ve got you…”

The role reversal was intoxicating, Helena utterly given over to Caitlin’s touch, surrendered in those few precious moments entirely to Caitlin. Helena’s body was trembling, actually trembling, as she got closer and closer to the edge, but Caitlin slowed slightly, wanting to draw it out.

“You need to beg me to let you cum,” she whispered.

“Please…” Helena whispered back between gasps.

“You need it?”

“So bad…” A shuddering gasp came from Helena.

“What are you right now?”

A pause, then, “Your tame little kitten, oh God please let me…”

“Yes, that’s right.” Caitlin sped up again. “Now you can.”

Helena’s climax broke over her in near silent waves, her body tensing then shuddering against Caitlin’s. She bit her lip in a futile attempt to keep quiet but a desperate moan escaped nonetheless, joining the sounds of Caitlin’s neighbours in the night air. Caitlin held her through it, her left hand still securing Helena’s wrists, her right hand continuing its movements as Helena pressed back against it until Helena’s pleasure had created completely.

Only then did Caitlin release Helena’s wrists, her touch slowing then taking her hand away as Helena’s breathing gradually steadied. Helena turned around within the circle of Caitlin’s arms, her normally composed features flushed, her eyes wide in a stunning mixture of satisfaction and wonder.

They looked at each other and laughed quietly, a laugh of shared understanding, of connection deepened. Helena’s hands came up to hold Caitlin’s face and they kissed, slower than before, the urgency of earlier replaced by something deeper and more profound.

“That was…” Helena started to say, then stopped, her hands caressing Caitlin’s face.

“Unexpected?” Caitlin offered, grinning.

“Incredible,” Helena replied. “That was incredible. I didn’t know you had that in you.”

“Neither did I!” Caitlin admitted. “But when you said earlier that you enjoy switching sometimes I, well, I wanted to show you before you leave that I can be that for you too. When you need it. This doesn’t just have to be one-directional.”

“You continue to amaze me Gatinha.”

“Out here I’m simply Caitlin. And you’re just Helena. And we’re equals.”

“We’re always equals,” Helena whispered firmly. “We just express that sometimes by one of us having the strength to let the other take charge.” She smiled mischievously. “Usually me, in case you get too many ideas. But I understand what you mean, and thank you. For understanding that sometimes I might need to let go too.”

Caitlin kissed her. “Ready to go inside?”

Helena took a shaky breath, then nodded. “Almost. I might need a moment to compose myself first.”

“Take your time.”

They stood in the shadows for another minute, both catching their breath. Helena smoothed down her dress and tidied her hair. “I need to look like someone’s Dona after all,” she whispered with a grin, her teeth flashing white in the darkness. “Ok, I’m ready.”

They walked back round to the front then, when Caitlin produced her front door key from her bag, Helena turned to her in mock outrage. “Wait… you had your key all along?”

Caitlin put her hand to her mouth. “How naughty of me…” she teased.

“Oh, you are too perfect,” Helena said. “You’ve earned what comes next…”

A shiver of anticipation rolled through Caitlin at those words. It had been less than a week but she knew precisely how amazing Helena could be. She suspected it wasn’t going to be an early night.

Caitlin unlocked the door and pushed it open. They stepped through together and, the moment the door closed behind them with a soft click and Helena turned the lock, Caitlin felt the shift, that feeling of the world titling on its axis.

Out there, she’d been in control. In here, the rules changed.

Helena turned to face her and the expression on her face was transformed… no longer the woman who’d just surrendered to Caitlin against the wall outside, this was Caitlin’s Dona… commanding, confident, absolutely in control.

There was something else there too though. A warmth, a gratitude, a deeper respect that hadn’t been there before. And a connection between them, a genuine connection, two women who saw each other.

“That was a gift,” Helena said. “What you just did. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“But now we’re inside my Gatinha’s house.” Helena’s voice had shifted in tone, taking on that commanding edge that made Caitlin’s knees go weak, made her desperate to please her. “And I think it’s time to remind her precisely who she belongs to, don’t you?”

“Yes, Minha Dona.”

“Ajoelhe-se.”

Caitlin obeyed immediately, sinking to her knees on the hardwood floor, back straight, hands in her lap. She looked up at Helena, sensing the familiar dominance but tinged with something new… the knowledge that Caitlin was doing this willingly, from a position of strength, not weakness.

“We will start in your bedroom, Gatinha.” Helena started to walk that way then called back over her shoulder, “and you will crawl to me.”

Caitlin leaned forward on to hands and knees and started to crawl.

God, she thought, this feels so natural, so very right… this is me now, and I’ve never felt happier.


Epilogue


Helena lay in the dark, listening to Caitlin’s breathing slow into sleep.

2.36am the clock by the bed told her. Four hours since they’d come through the front door, and they’d not wasted a minute.

The room was quiet save for the faint background hum of the air conditioning… Houston was asleep, or at least this genteel corner of it was. Through the window the city lights cast faint shadows across the ceiling.

In a few hours Helena would need to get up, finish packing, check out of her hotel and head to the airport. It was a long trip ahead of her… a change of plane in Chicago the cost of being a good corporate citizen, albeit she did at least get to fly in business.

Back to Sao Paulo. Back to her life. Back to reality.

But not yet. Right now, she had this.

Caitlin was curled up against her, naked and warm, her head resting on Helena’s shoulder. Helena wore Caitlin’s pyjamas again, the same set she’d worn last Saturday morning, and had an arm wrapped possessively around Caitlin… their dynamic, her dominance, Caitlin’s submission, even in sleep.

She pressed her lips to Caitlin’s hair and felt her stir slightly, nuzzling closer.

A month ago Helena had barely known Caitlin. A name on an org chart back when her manager had been looking desperately for someone, anyone to fly to Houston and help with a high profile pitch, a senior consultant with a formidable reputation as the coming force in their firm, someone to impress professionally, build into her professional network, and then mostly forget once the assignment ended.

Now she was this. Warm, soft skin and gentle breathing and complete trust. A woman who had been open to discovering something new about herself and had chosen to keep exploring it with Helena. A woman who could make her colleagues quiver in fear and then kneel, naked and obedient, at Helena’s feet. A woman who’d surprised Helena outside this very house, showing Helena how completely she understood that her submission came precisely because she was so strong.

Helena’s chest ached with something that she’d had to force herself not to name to Caitlin… the truth that she was falling hard for her, she knew she was.

She wanted, with every fibre of her being, to invite Caitlin to come to visit Sao Paolo, or to arrange to meet somewhere, or to somehow contrive another assignment to Houston, anything to be able to spend more time with this amazing, beautiful, strong, proud woman.

But Helena knew she had to keep it to herself, at least for now.

Caitlin needed to understand this all for herself… was this past week really about her attraction to Helena, or was it about what Helena had allowed her to experience. Maybe another woman would suit her better? Maybe surrendering to another person would feel more natural to her? Helena hoped not, but Caitlin needed to work that out for herself.

If she did that would be a solid foundation for a long distance relationship. Until then it was almost like this was too precious to take the risk, ridiculous as that sounded.

Helena would wait… she’d promised Caitlin she would, and she would. That didn’t mean she’d avoid all men and women, she wasn’t promising to be chaste and it might take Caitlin months or even longer to understand what this week had meant fully, but lying there with Caitlin tight in her arms Helena knew that this magnificent woman had laid claim to her in a way that no one else ever had before and might never again.

Caitlin stirred sleepily. “You’re still awake,” Caitlin murmured.

“Thinking.” Helena’s hand idly stroked Caitlin where it rested on her side.

“Nothing too hard I hope?”

Helena hesitated. Should she say how she felt? She was tempted, sorely so, but no, she mustn’t. “Nothing really.”

For a long moment, there was only silence and the sound of their breathing.

Then Caitlin shifted, pressing closer, her arm wrapping around Helena as if she never wanted to let her go.

“This is nice,” she said softly.

Helena waited to see if there was more. Desperately wanted there to be more. But Caitlin’s breathing had settled again and she knew that she’d gone back to sleep.

This is nice.

It was. It really was. It felt so right holding Caitlin in her arms like this.

Caitlin stirred again and Helena felt her crane her neck, her lips softly kissing Helena’s bare skin at the top of her chest. She thought that was it, but then she felt another kiss, ever so slow, then another.

After a few more she felt Caitlin roll over and up onto an elbow as the kisses started to trail up Helena’s neck. “Seeing as you’re not asleep yet…” Caitlin whispered. “And seeing as we don’t know when we’ll see each other again…” She kissed Helena’s neck again. “How about we keep our minds off it…”

Helena turned her head and Caitlin kissed her on the lips, a lingering, soft, slow kiss that made her never want to let Caitlin go. “What did you have in mind?” Helena whispered.

Caitlin moved so that she was on her hands and knees, straddling Helena’s body, looking down at her with her hair falling loose. “How about this first,” she whispered, kissing down Helena’s neck while her fingers went to the buttons at the front of Helena’s pyjama top, undoing them one by one. “And then, once we’ve done that,” she started to kiss down Helena’s chest as each button came undone, “you can tie me up and give me another reminder of who my Dona is.”

Helena sighed contentedly as Caitlin reached her waist and, with a tug at her waistband, pulled down the pyjama bottoms, leaving Helena as naked as Caitlin.

Caitlin settled between Helena’s legs and Helena watched Caitlin in the faint light, catching a smile before she lowered her face.

As Caitlin’s tongue moved to touch Helena, Helena couldn’t help but let out a soft moan, in anticipation as much as anything.

God, this woman was amazing. And, if nothing else, they had this week, they had tonight. And caught up in the moment, Helena couldn’t ask for anything more.
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In the meantime… if you loved this story check out Coming Into The Light. Amy's got her future path all figured out: career, marriage, kids, the suburban dream. Then she meets Sarah. And Luisa. Suddenly, that comfortable path doesn't look so appealing anymore.

Here's a teaser:

The next morning Amy's alarm went off later than usual… the morning after was hardly the morning to get out of bed early for the hotel gym. They both stirred slowly, rolling to face each other in the dim light.

"Morning," whispered Amy with a smile.

"Morning," replied Luisa, also smiling. She reached out her hand to gently stroke Amy's cheek. "You looked beautiful sleeping earlier."

"You were watching me?"

"Only for a bit, before I went back to sleep. It's a very comfortable bed."

Amy rolled on to her back and stretched, before rolling back a bit closer to Luisa. "Yes, very."

They were silent for a couple of minutes, then Luisa asked, "How long until you go to work?"

"I've got about an hour until I need to get dressed."

"Hmmm... what can we do to use up an hour?"

"I'm sure you have some ideas..."

Luisa moved closer and kissed Amy, the same slow, erotic kiss that they'd first had on the Friday night. Amy returned the kiss eagerly, trying her best to slow down as well, figuring that if what Luisa was doing felt so good to Amy then it was the least she could do to do the same in return. Soon their bodies were pressed together and their hands were roaming… it was getting heated fast.

Amy wanted more though… needed more. She shifted and rolled Luisa onto her back, slipping one of her legs under Luisa's and pushing herself into a scissoring position. Luisa stopped kissing for a second and looked up at Amy.

"Don't worry," Amy reassured her. "Trust me, this is good."

“Oh, I know it is,” Luisa replied with a grin.

They resumed their slow kissing as Amy started to gently grind herself against Luisa. Luisa quickly caught on and started to grind her hips back into Amy in time to Amy's movements. She reached her hands down to rest on Amy's ass, pulling Amy into her with every thrust. As Amy felt her orgasm building she shifted position, raising herself up to look into Luisa's eyes and bracing herself with her hands on the bedframe, using her hold to increase the power of her thrusts.

She quickly felt her orgasm reaching a crescendo and, despite knowing that it would be even better if she slowed down and drew it out, couldn't resist thrusting hard through it, her orgasm rushing through her, leaving her moaning hard while still looking Luisa in the eye, ever so slightly embarrassed to have climaxed first.

Luisa was still building herself, so Amy continued grinding into her, more gently now following her own orgasm. Luisa had a look of passion in her eyes and rolled Amy over onto her back, quickly taking Amy’s position from before and taking over the grinding herself. Amy reached for her ass but Luisa had other ideas, taking both of Amy's wrists and pinning them above her head, using her own body weight to stop Amy from moving. Lying like this, holding Amy down, Luisa ground herself to her own orgasm, letting go of Amy's wrists and kissing her deeply as it shook through her.

Laughing afterwards, Luisa said, "I'm sorry about that, I hope you didn't mind with your arms?"

"No, not at all. I like it, so long as I can do the same with you?"

"Any time.” Luisa kissed her again. “I guess you need to get up for work now?"

Amy pouted in mock disappointment. "Unfortunately... I need to go in the shower… care to join me?"
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